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Ducheſs of BEDFORD. 


Foundling to Your Protection, is the higheſt 
Gratification of my Pride, and my beſt Secu- 
rity for the Indulgence of the Town. It is in 


where Merit is wanting, and can adorn it, 
where it is. And tho' my Pretenſions are in- 
conſiderable, my Fears are leſſen'd, while I 
can boaſt the Ducheſs of BeprorDd for my 


To HER GRACE Tre 


Ma ans 


| HE Permiſſion Your GRACE ho- 
nours me with, of preſenting the 


Writing as in Life: An Introduction to the 
World by a Great Name is a Sanction, even 


Patroneſs. 


I HAvE no Intention to alarm Your GRACE 


with the common Flattery of Dedications. 
1 The 


) 
| 
| 
: 


DE D-1.C-A-T-1:0:-N.: 


The Mind that deſerves Praiſe, is above receiv- 


ing it. Your own Conſciouſneſs, tho' in Your 


humbleſt Hours, will afford truer Satisfaction; 


than the beſt written Panegyric. But while 
Your GRACE forbids me Praiſe, I am at Li- 


berty to indulge my Wiſhes for Your Happi- 
neſs and Honour. In Thoſe, I may be allow'd 


to name the Duke of BeprorD with his 


Ducheſs, and to rejoice with every Engliſiman, 
that the higheſt Dignities are the Reward of 


the bigheſt Merit. 


Is I deſcend, to o by a little of myſelf, I 
ſhall hope tor our GRace's Pardon. This 
is my firſt Attempt in Dramatic Poetry. Whe- 


ther] deſcrve the Favour, the Town has ſhewn 
me, is ſubmitted to Your Grace's Candour, 


and the Judgment of my Readers. The Diſ- 
approbation, which the Character of Faddle 


met with the firſt Night, made it neceſſary for 


me to ſhorten it in almoſt every Scene, where 
it was not immediately connected with the 
Fable. But tho' Succeſs has attended the Al- 


teration, I have ventur'd to publiſh it in its 


anigins Dreſs; 3 it till to Your 
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DEDTCATEFON, 
1 Appeal to my own Partiality. But I am de- 
4 taining Your GRACE too long, and ſhall only ; 
add, that I am, 


r 
. 
R 


MAD AM, 
Your Grace's 
moſt obliged, and 


| moſt obedient Servant, 


E DW. MOORE. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Written by Mr. BROOKE. 
Spoken by Mrs. PRITCHARD. 15 


FNPRACTIC'D in the Drama's artful Page, 

And new to all the Dangers of the Stage, 
Where Judgment fits to ſave, or damn bis Play, 
Our Poet trembles for his firſt Eſſay. 


He, like all Authors, a conforming Race! 
Writes to the Taſte, and Genius of the Place ; 
Intent to fix, and emulous to pleaſe 

The happy Senſe of I beſe politer Days, 

He forms a Model of a virtuous Sort, 

And gives you more of Moral than of Sport; 
He rather aims to draw the melting Sigh, 

Or ſteal the pitying Tear from Beauty's Eye, 
To touch the Strings, that humanize our Kind, 
Man's feveeteſt Strain, the Muſic of the Mind. 


Ladies, he bids me tell you, that from You, 
His frft, his fav rite Character he drew; 
A young, a lovely, unexperiencd Maid, 
In honeſt Truth, and Innocence array'd 
Of Fortune deſtitute, with Wrongs oppreſs'd, 
By Fraud attempted, and by Love diſtreſs d; 
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9 PROLOGUE, 


Yet guarded ſtill; and every Suff ring paſt; 
Her Virtue meets the ſure Reward at laſt. 


From ſuch Examples ſhall the Sex be taught, 
How Virtue fixes whom their Eyes have caught ; 
How Honour beautifies the faireſt Face, 
Improves the Mein, and dignifies the Grace, 


And hence the Libertine, who builds a Name 
On the baſe Ruins of a Woman's Fame, 
Shall own, the beſt of human Bleſſings lie 
In the chaſte Honours of the nuptial Jie; 
There lives the bome- felt Sweet, the near Delight; 
There Peace repoſes, and there Joys unite; 
And female Virtue was by Heav'n defien'd 
To charm, to poliſh, and to bleſs Mankind. — 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M 


dir Roger Belmont, 


Sir Charles Raymond, 


Young Belmont, 


Colonel Raymond, 
Villard, 


Faddle, 


WOMEN. 


Roſetta, 


Fidelia, 


Sir Roger Belmont's Hanſe in LONDON. 
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Miſs Por. 


Un, 


a fine Woman, a Coquet, and my Siſter !- 
to be won by whining! 


well- built Fellow, with common Senſe, ſhou'd take 


tell her a merry Story, ſhe ſighs- 
the laughs ;—for yes, ſhe ſays no, and for no, yes; 


T H. 
FOUND LIN G. 
3 
COME D V. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 


An Apartment in Sir Roger Belmont's Houſe. 


Enter Young Belmont and Col. Raymond, 


BELMONT. : 
Y dear Colonel, you are as unletter'd in 
Love as I am in War—What, a Woman, 


-and 
Mercy on us! that a 


Pains to unman himſelf, to tempt a warm Girl 
of two-and-twenty to come to Bed to him I fay 
again, and again, Colonel, my Siſter's a Woman. 
Col. And the very individual Woman that! want, 
Charles. 

Bel. And of all Women in the World, the leaſt 
fit for thee—An April Day is leſs changeable than 
her Humour—She laughs behind her Fan at what 
ſhe ſhould not underſtand ; calls Humility, Mean- 
neſs, and Bluſhing, the want of Education. In all 
Affairs with a Man, ſhe goes by Contraries ; if you 


if a ſerious one, 


and 1s Miſtreſs of ſuch obedient Features, that her 
4 Looks 


2 THE FOUNDLING: 


Looks are always ready to confirm what her 
Tongue utters. 


Cal. Fine painting, upon my Word, and no 
Flattery ! 


Bel. This is the Lady—Now for the Lover.— 


A Fellow, made up of Credulity and Suſpicion z 
believing where he ſhou'd doubt, and doubting where 


he ſhou'd believe; jealous without Cauſe, and ſa- 


tisfy*d without Prooft—A great Boy, that has loſt 
his Way; — and blubbering thro” every Road, but 
the right, to find his Home again; ha! ha! ha! 
Col. Mighty florid, indeed, Sir! 
Bel. Come, come, Colonel—— Love, that can 


exalt the Brute to a Man, has yet ſet you upon all- 


fours—— Women are indeed delicious Creatures! 
but not what you think em The firſt Wiſh 
of every Mother's Daughter is Power—the ſecond 
Miſchief—— The Way to her Heart is by Indiffer- 


_ ence, or Abuſe ;2— For whoever owns her Beau- 
ty, will feel her Tyranny—but if he calls her ugly, 
or a Fool, ſhell ſet her Cap at him, and take Pains 
for his good Opinion. 355 885 

Col. And fo, Submiſſion and Flattery are out of 


your Syſtem? 3 
Bel. For Submiſſion and Flattery, I ſubſtitute 


Impudence and Contradiftion——T heſe two, well 


managed, my Dear, will do more with Beauty in 


an Hour, than fine Speeches in a Year—— Your 
fine Woman expects Adoration; and receives it as 
common Incenſe, which every Fool offers while 


the rude Fellow, who tells her Truth, elaims all 


her Attention ——Difficulty endears Conqueſt — ;ò 


To him only ſhe appears what ſhe ſhou'd be to all; 
and while ſhe labours with her natural Charms to 
ſecure him—— ſhe's loſt herſelf. 

Col. Why, faith, Charles, there may be ſome 
Muſic in theſe wild Notes but I am ſo far gone 
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A COMEDY. 35 


the old Ballad, that I can ſing no other Words to 
any Tune. 


Bel. Ha! ha!—Thou poor, mournful Nightin- 


gale in a Cage, ling on then and I'll whiſtle an 
upper Part with thee, to give a little Life to the 


_ Meaſure. 


Col. That will be kind for Heaven knows I 
have need of Affiſtance—— Prithee tell me doſt 
think Roſe!ta wants Underſtanding ? 
Bel. N o, faith, I think not. 

Col. Good Humour? 

Bel. Hum! She's generally pleas'd. 


Col. What then can reconcile her Behaviour to 


me, and her Fondneſs for ſuch a Reptile as Faddle ? 
A Fellow, made up of Knavery and Noiſe—— with 


Scandal for Wit, and mpudence for Rai'lery ; and 
ſo needy !—that the very Devil might buy him for 


a ſingle Guinea ſay, Charles, what can tempt 


her even to an Acquaintance with this Fellow? 


Bel. Why, the very Underſtanding and Good- 


Humour, you ſpeak of -A Woman's Underſtand- 


ing is Deſign, and her Good-Humour— Miſchief — 
Her Advances to one Fool are made only to teize 
another, — ITS WY 
Col. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
Bel. And her Good-Humour is kept alive by the 
Succeſs of her Plots. 8 8 
Col. But why ſo conſtant to her Fool? 
Bel. Becauſe her Fool's the fitteſt for her Purpoſe. 


e has more Tricks than her Monkey, more 
Prate than her Parrot, more Servility than her Lap- 
Dog, more Lies than her Woman, and more Wit 


than her 


Colonel, And, faith, all theſe { hings 


conſider'd, I can't blame my Sifter for her Conflancy, 


Col. Thou art a wild Fellow, and in earneſt about 
nothing but thy own Pleaſures—and ſo we'll change 
the Subject. What ſays Fidelia? 


Bel. Why there now! That a Man can't inſtiuct 
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4 THE FOUNDLING: 
another, but he muſt be told, by way of Thanks; 
how much he ſtands in need of Aſſiſtance himſelf ! 

Col. Any new Difficulties ? 

Bel. Mountains, Colonel, a few Mountains in my 
Way - But it I want Faith to remove 'em, I hope 
I ſhall have Strength to climb 'em and that will 
do my Buſineſs. 

Col. She's a Woman, Charles. 

Bel. By her Outſide one would gueſs ſo but 
look a little farther, and, except the Stubbornneſs of 
her Temper, ſhe has nothing feminine about her— 
She has Wit without Pertneſs, Beauty without Con- 
ſciouſneſs, Pride without Inſolence, and Defire with- 

out Wantonneſs.—In ſhort, ſhe has every Thing 
Col. That you wou'd wiſh to ruin in her, —Why, 
what a Devil are you, Charles, to ſpeak ſo feelingly 
of Virtues, which you only admire to wma 

Bel. A very pretty Comforter, truly ! 

Col. Come, come, Charles, if ſhe is as well born 
as you pretend, what hinders you from cheriſhing 
theſe 8 in a Wife, which you wou'd ruin in 
a Miſtreſs ? Marry her, marry her. 

Bel. And hang myſelf in her Garters the next 
Morning, to give her Virtues the Reward of Wi- 
dowhood ! Faith, I muſt read Pamela twice over 
firſt, But ſuppoſe her not born as I pretend; but 
the Outcaſt of a Beggar, and oblig'd to Chance for 
a little Education! 

Col. Why then her Mind is dignify'd by her Ob- 
ſcurity; and you will have the Merit of raiſing her to a 
Rank, which ſhe was meant to adorn, —And where's 
the mighty Matter in all this! Tou want no Ad- 
dition to your Fortune, and have only to ſacrifice a 
little unneceſſary Pride to neceſſary Happineſs. 
Bel. Very Heroical, upon my Word !— And fo, 
my dear Colonel, one Way, or other, I muſt be 
marry'd, it ſeems! 

Col. If Fidega can be hongſt, my Life on't, you 
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are of my Mind within this Fortnight. 


and Hieroglyphic for you 


Guardianſhip. 


ought to be- 


Diſtreſs! 


A COMEDY. 5 
But 


prithee, ſince J am not to believe your former Ac- 
count of her—who is this delicious Girl, that muſt 
and will get the better of your Pride ? 

Bel. A Siſter of the Graces, without mortal Fa- 
ther, or Mother- She dropt from the Clouds in 
her Cradle, was my by the Winds, chriſten'd by 
the Rains, foſter'd by a Hag, ſold for a Whore, ſen- 
tenc'd to a Rape, and reſcu'd by a Rogue——to be 
raviſh'd by her own Conſent. —— There's Myſtery 
and every Syllable, 
my Dear, a Truth beyond Apochoraal 

Cul. And what am I to underſtand by all this? 

Bel. Faith, jult as much as your Ude tags 


can carry. — A Man in Love is not to be truſted 


with a Secret. 
Col. And pray, moſt diſcreet Sir, is Roſetta ac- 


quainted with her real Hiſtory ? 


Bel. Not a Circumſtance.— She has been amus'd 


like you, and {till believes her to be the Siſter of a 
dead Friend of mine at College, bequeath'd to my 
But the Devil I ind owes me a 
Gru ige for former Virtues—for this Siſter of mine, 
who doats upon Fidelia, and believes every Thing 
J have told her of her Family and Fortune, has very 
fairly turn'd the Tables upon me. ——She talks of 
Equality of Birth, forſoorh—of Virtue, Prudence 


and good Senſe ; and bids me bleſs my Stars for 
throwing in my Way the only Woman in the World, 


that has goo! Qualities enough to reclaim my bad 


CHes 


and make me, whar ſhe lays every Man 
a good Huſband | 


Cal - Was ever poor, innocent Fellow in ſuch 
But what ſays the old Gentleman, your 


Father? 

Bel. Why, faith, the Certainty of a little Money 
wou'd ſet him at Work the fa; me. Way. 
have one Trial of Skill with 'em yer. 


As I 


brought | 
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6 THE FOUNDLING: 
brought her in by one Lie, I'll take her out by 
another I'll ſwear ſhe's a Whore that I may 
ger an opportunity to make her one. 
Col. Molt religiouſly reſolv'd, upon my Word! 

Bel. Between you and me, Colonel, has not your 

old Gentleman, Sir Charles, a liquoriſh Look out for 

Fidelia himſelf ? 
Col. No, upon my Honour. believe his Aſ- 
fiduities there, are more to prevent the Deſigns of 
another, than to forward any of his own. 
Bel As who ſhou'd ſay, becauſe | have no Teeth 
fora Cruſt, Fl] muzzle the young Dog that has.— 
A Pox of every Thing that's ol), but a Woman! 
for tis but varying her Vocation a little, and you 
may make her as uſeful at fifty- five, as fifteen. But 
what ſay you to a little Chat wh the Girls this Morn- 
I —1 bikers we ſhall find *em in the next Room. 
Cal. Not immediately have an Appoint- 
ment at Y/bite's, es . 

Bel. For half an Hour, I am your Man there 

too. D'ye return ſo ſoon ? . 


Col. Sooner, if you will. 
Bel. With all my heart. Allons. [Exeurt, 


SCENE II. Another Apartment, 
Enter Roſetta and Fidelia, meeting. 


Roſet. O, my Dear! I was juſt coming to ſee if 
you were dreſs'd. You look as if you had had 
pleaſant Dreams laſt Night. 

Fid. Whatever my Dreams were, they can't diſ- 
turb the Morning's Happineſs, of meeting my dear 
Roſetta ſo gay and charming. 

Roſet. My ſweet Creature 
your Dreams ? 

Fid. O, Nothing 
built by Hope, and thrown down by Diſappointment. 

Roſjet. O barbarous !——-well, for my Part, I 
neyer buils a Caſtle in my Sleep, that wou'd not laſt 


But what were 


'til! 


A Confuſion of gay Caſtles, 
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A COMEDY. 7 
till Doomſday — Give me a Dream, and I am 
Miſtrels of the Creation 
with every Man in 1—-And Power, Power ! my 
Dear ſleeping or waking, is a charming 1 hing! 
Lid. Now, in my Opinion, a Woman has no 
Buſineſs with Power—Power admits no Equal, and 
diſmiſſes Friendſhip for Flattery—Beſides, it keeps 
the Men at a Diſtance, and that is not always what 
we wiſh, 


Ro. But then, my Dear, they'll come when we 


call *em, and do what Wwe bf a: em, and g0 when we 


ſend em — I here's ſometlhing pretty in that, ſure 


z=And 5 my Word fort, 'tis the 
higheſt Proof of a Man's efteem — Is only al- 


lowing one what one has not, he-auſe the Fellow ad- 


mires what one nas nd the, that can keep 'I hat, 


need not be afraid ot r bclieving ſhe has more. 
Fid. Ay, if ſhe can 1 that 


Come, come, my Dear, we are weak by Nature; 


and 'tis but knowing that we are ſo, to be de 


upon our Guard. Fear may make a Woman ſtrong 
but Confidence undoes her. 


Roſet. Ha! hal- How different Circumſtances di- 


rect different Opinions !--You are in love with a Rake 
of a Fellow, who makes you afraid of yourſelf— 

And ] hold in Chains a mighty Colonel, who's afraid 
of me—And ſo, my Dear, we both go upon right 


Principles—Your Weakneſs keeps You upon your 
Guard, and my Power leaves Me without Danger. 

Fid. &nd yet you muſt forgive me, if I tell you, 
that you love this Colonel. 


Roſet. Who told you fo, my dear Creature? 


Fid. I know it by the Pains you take to vex him 


— Beſides, I have ſeen you look as if you did. 
Roſet. Look, Child why don't I look like other 


People? 


Fid. Ay, like other People in Lore Oh, my 


i can do what I will 


Pur the Dan- 
ger is, in g:ving up the Subſtance for the Shadow— 
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8 THE FOUNDLING: 


Dear, I have ſeen juſt ſuch Looks in the Glaſs, 


when my Heart has beat at my very Lips. 
Roſet. Thou art the moſt provoking Creature! 
Fid. You muſt pardon me, Roſetta J have a 
Heart but little inclined to Gaiety; and am rather 
wondering, that when Happineſs is in a Woman's 


Power, ſhe ſhould neglect it for Trifles—or howeit 


ſhou'd ever enter her Thoughts, that the Rigour of 


a Miſtreſs can endear the Submiſſion of a Wife. 


Roſet. As certain, my Dear, as the Repentance 


of a Sinner out-weighs in Opinion the Life of a Saint. 


But, to come to ſerious Confeſſion, I have, be- 


ſides a Woman's Inclination to Miſchief, anothe- 


Reaſon for keeping off a little I am afraid of 
being thought mercenary. 


Fid. Hey Day—why, are you not his Equal 
evety Way ? 


Roſet. That's not it have told you, that before 


his Father's Return from Exile—You know his un- 
happy Attachments to a ſucceſsleſs Party —— This 
Colonel (brought up in our Family, and favour'd by 
Sir Roger and my Brother) laid violent Siege to me 
for a whole Year. Now, cho? I own I never dif- 
lik'd him—1n all that Time either thro? Pride, Fol- 
ly, or a little Miſchief, I never gave him the leaſt 
Hint, by which he cou'd gueſs at my Inclinations. 

Fid. Right Woman, upon my Word! 

Roſet. *Tis now about "three Months, ſince the 
King in his Goodneſs recall'd Sir Charles; and, by 
reſtoring the Eſtate, made the Colonel Heir to a For- 
tune, more than equal to my Expectations—And 
now, to confeſs all, the Airs that Folly gave me be- 
fore, Reaſon bids rae continue for t to ſurrender 


my Heart at once to this new- made Commander, 
wou'd look as if the poor Colonel had wanted a 
Bribe for the Governor. —Beſides, he has affronted 
my Pride, in daring to imagine I cou'd defcend o 
low, as to be fond of that Creature, Faddle.— A 

Fellow 
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juſt as neceſſary in a Family as a Monkey 


A COMEDY. 9 
Fellow, form'd only to make one laugh—a Cordial 


for the Spleen, to be bought by every body; and 
For 


which Inſolence, I mult and will be reveng'd. 

Fid. Well, I confeſs this looks a little like Rea- 
ſon.— But are you ſure, all this while, the Colonel, 
in Deſpair, won't raiſe the Siege, and draw off his 
Forces to another Place ? 

Roſet. Pſhah !—I have a better Opinion of the 
Men, Child Do but ply 'em with IlEuſage, and 
they are the gentleſt Creatures in the World —kike 
other Beaſts of Prey, you muſt tame em by Hun- 
ger— but if once you feed 'em high, they are apt 
to run wild, and forget their Keepers. 

Pid. And are all Men ſo, Roſetta ? 

Roſet. By the Gravity of that Queſtion, Pn be 
whipt now, if you don't expect me to ſay ſomething 
civil of my Brother Take Care of him, Fidelia, 
for Hunger can't tame him, nor Fulneſs make him 
wilder To leave you to his Guardianſhip, was 
ſetting the Fox to keep the Chicken, 

Fid. Wild as he is, my Heart can never beat to 


another— And then [ have Obligations, that wou'd 


amaze you. 


Roſet. Obligations Let me die, if I wou'd not 
marry my Colonel's Papa, and put it out of his 


Power to oblige, or diſoblige me. 


Fid. Still you banter me with Sir Charles 
Upon my Life, he has no more Deſigns upon me 
than you have] know no Reaſon for his Friend- 


ſhip, but his general Humanity, or perhaps the 


Particularity of my Circumſtances. 

Roſet. Why, as you ſay, Youth and Beauty are 
particular Circumſtances to move Humanity Ha! 
ha! ha!—O, my Dear, Time's a great Tell: tale, 
and will diſcover all What a ſweet Mamma ſhall I 
have, when I marry the Colonel! 


B SCENE 
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SCENE: III. 


Enter Young Belmont, and the Colonel. 


Bel. When you marry the Colonel, Siſter -A 
Match, a Match, Child! Here he is, juſt in 
the Nick—And, Faith, as Men go, very excellent 
Stuff for a Husband. 

Col. Thoſe were lucky Words, Madam. 
 KRoſct. Perhaps not ſo lucky, if you knew all, 
Sir, Nov, or never, for a little Lying, Fidelia, 
it you love me. (Apart to Fid. 
_ #14. I'Il warrant you, my Dear You mult 
know, Sir, (4 Bel.) that your Siſter has taken it into 
her Head, that the Colonel's Father is my Lover. 

Roſet. What is ſhe going to ſay now? ( 4/ide. 

Fd. And as ſhe looks upon herſelf to be as good 
as marry'd to the Colonel 

Roſel. Who I ! N 

Fid. She has been ſettling ſome Family Affairs 
with her new Mamma here — And upon my 
Word, ſhe's a ſweet Contriver. 

Roſet. And you think I won t be even with you 
for this, Fidela? _ 

Bel. Siſter | 

Col. And was it ſo, Madam And may I hope? 

Roſet. Was it ſo, Madam ?—And may I hope? 
(mocking him )—No, Sir, it was not ſo—and you 
may not l you call this Wit, Fidelia? 

Fid. My dear Creature, you muſt allow me to 
laugh a little — Ha! ha! ha! 

Reſet. Jis mighty well, Madam Oh for a little 
Devil at my Elbow now, to help out Invention. Lie. 

Bel. Ha! ha! hal—Wor't it come, Siſter ? 

| Roſet. As ſoon as your Manners, Brother—You 
and your grave Friend there, have been genteclly 
employ'd indeed, in liſtening at the Door of a La- 
dy's Chamber And then, becauſe you heard Tod 

| thing 


11I— 


* 


RA TOM E DT. it 
thing for your Purpoſe, to turn my own Words to a 
Meaning. I ſhould hate myſelf for dreaming of. 
Bel. Why, indeed, Child, we might have per- 
plex'd you a little, if Fidelia had not fo artfully 
brought you off, 
Roſet. Greatly oblig'd to her, really! 
(Walking in Diſorder. 
Col. I never knew till now, Roſetta, that I cou'd 
find a Pleaſure in your Uneaſineſs. 
Roſ. And you think, Sir, that I ſhall eaſily forgive 
this Inſolence? But you may be miſtaken, Sir. 
Bel. Poor Thing, how it pants Come, it ſhall 
have a Husband !—— We mult about it immedi- 
atcly, Colonel, for ſhe's all over in a Flame. 
Roſet. You grow impertinent, Brother—Is there 
no Relief ? ( Afrae. 
Bel. Shall I lift up the Saſh for a little Air, — 


Enter Servant. 


Roſet. So, Jobn Have you deliver'd the 
Cards, I gave you? 

Serv. Yes, Madam—and Mr. Faddl: deſires his 
Compliments to your E and Madam Fidelia. 

Roſet. Mr. Faddle, John! Where did you ſee 
him ? 

Serv. He met me in hs Street, Madam, and 
made me ſtep into a Coffee-houſe with him, *till he 


wrote this, Madam. [ Delivers a Letter, and Exit. 


Roſet. O, the kind Creature! —— Here's a Letter 
from Mr. Faddle, Ficelia ! —— Fortune I thank thee 
for this little Reſpite. ¶ Afide, and reading the Letter. 

Col. Does ſhe ſuffer the Fool to write to her too? 

Fid, What, pining, Colonel, in the Midlt of Vic- 
tory ? 

Col. To receive his Letters, Madam Fol ſhall run 
mad. 

Bel. So!—Away Prop, and down Scaffold —All's 
over, I ſee. 


B 2 Roſet. 
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Roſet. O, Fidelia !——You ſhall hear it 
You ſhall all hear it—And there's ſomething in't 
about the Colonel too. 

Col. About me, Madam. [ Peeviſhly, 

Roſet. Nay, Colonel, I am not at all angry now. 
— Methinks this Letter has made me quite another 
Creature. To be ſure Mr. Faddle has the moſt 
gallant Way of Writing !—But his own Words will 
ſpeak beſt for him, [ Reads. 

„ Dear Creature, 

INCE TI ſaw you Yeſterday, Time has hung 
& upon me like a Winter in the Country—and un- 
e leſs you appear at Rehearſal of the new Opera this 
« Morning, my Sun will be in total Eclipſe for tes 
* Hours, —Lady Fanny made us laugh laſt Night, at 
What's my Thought like, by comparing your Colo- 


Las 


* nel to a great Box o the Ear Becauſe it was very 


* 


* 


rude, ſhe ſaid, and what no body car'd for] have 
a thouſand Things to jay—but the Clamour of a 
Coffee-houſe is an Interruption to the Sentiments of 
Love and Veneration, with which I am, 
Madam, mojt unſpeakably yours, 


A 


a 


* 


« 


& WILL. FADDLE.?- 


-s it not very polite, Colonel? 

Col. Extreamly, Madam! Only a little out as 
to the Box of the Ear For you ſhall ſee him take 
it, Madam, as careleſsly as a Pinch of Snuff. 

Roſet. Fie, Colonel! You would not quarrel be- 
fore a Lady, I hope Fidelia, you muſt oblige me 
with your Company to Rehearial—T'll go put on my 
Capuchin, and ſtep into the Coach, this Moment. 


Fid. I am no Friend to public Places; but PII at- 


tend you, Madam. 
Roſet. You'll come, Colonel? 
Col. To be ſure, Madam. 
Bel. Siſter! Oh, you're a good Creature 


[ Exit Roſetta, laughing affected y. 
Fid. Shall we have your Company, Sir. {zo Bel. 
8 Bel. 
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A COMEDY, | 13 


Bel. We could find a Way to employ Time bet- 
ter, Child But I am your Shadow, and muſt 
move with you every where. Exit Fidelia. 
Ha! hal ha! How like a beaten General 


do'ſt thou look now !—while the Enemy is upon the 


March, to proclaimTe Deum for a compleat Victory. 
Col. I am but a Man, Charles, and find myſelf no 
Match for the Devil and a Woman. 
Bel. Courage, Boy!—and the Fleſh and the Devil 
may be ſubdu'd Hal ha! hal Such a Colonel! [ Ex. 
Col. Why this it is to be in Love Well! — 
Let me but ſlip my Leading- ſtrings !—and if ever I 
am a Woman's Baby again! 
To cheat our Wiſhes Nature meant the Sex, 
And form'd 'em, leſs to pleaſe us, than perplex. [ Ex. 


— 


— 


A CT II. Scene continues. 


Enter Sir Roger Belmont, and Sir Charles Raymond. 


Sir Rog. Voracious young Dog !—Muſt I feed 
A Ortalons to pamper his Gluttony | 
Sir Char. Be under no Apprehenſions, Sir Roger; 
Mr. Belmoni's Exceſſes are mitigated by the Levity 
of Youth, and a too early Indulgence, In his Mo- 
ments of thinking. I know him generous and noble 
And for Fidelia! I think 1 can be anſwerable 
for her Conduct, both in Regard to what ſhe owes 
Herſelf, and you. 
Sir Ro. Why, look you, Sir Charles—the Gitl's 
a ſweet Girl, and a good Girl—and Beauty s a fine 
Thing, and Virtue's a fine Thing But as for 
Marriage! — 
too dear.— A little Money, Sir Charles, wou'd ſet off 
her Beauty, and find her Virtue Employment But 
the young Rogue does not fzy a MO d of that, of late. 


> A ERA dir 


Why —a Man may buy fine Things 
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14 THE FOUNDLING. 
Sir Char. Nor of Marriage, I am ſure=—Flis 
Love of Liberty will prevent your Fears one Way, 


and, 1 hope, Fidelia's Honour, another. 
Sir Ro. Muſt not have her ruin'd tho? |. 


Sir Char. Fear it not, Sir Roger And when 
next you ſee your Son, be a little particular in your 
Enquiries about her Family and Circumſtances—If 
ſhe is what her Bchaviour fpeaks her, and he pre 


' tends a Lady of Birth and Fortune— Why, Soviets 


are unneceſſary If he declines an Explanation, 
took upon the whole as a Contrivance to cover 
Purpoſes, which we mult guard againſt, 

Sir Ro, Why you don't think the Rogue has had 
her, hah, Sir Charles 2 

Sir Char: No, upon my Honour J hold her 
Innocence to be without Stain But to deal freely 
with my Friend, 1 look upon her Story, as ſtrange 
and improbable. —An Orphan, of Beauty, Family, 
and Fortune; committed by a dying Brother to the 
ſole Care of a licentious young F ellow Lou mult 
pardon me, Sir Rcger. 

Sir Ro. Pray go on, Sir. 

Sir Cbar. Brought in at Midnight too! And 
then a young Creature, fo educated, and fo irteſiſt- 


ibly amiable, to be in all Appearance, without Al- 


liance, Friend, or Acquaintance in the wide World! 
——a Link, torn off from the general Chain! 
1 ſay, Sir Roger, th1s is ſtrange. 

Sir Ro. By my Proth, and fo it is! 

Sr Cher. I know not why I am ſo intereſted in 
this Lady's Concerns; but Yeſterday, 1 indulg'd 


my Curioſity with her, perhaps, beyond the Bounds 
of Good-manners—1 gave a Looſe to my Suſpicion, 


and added Oaths of Secrely to my Enquiries. But 
her Anſwers only ſerv'd to multiply my Doubts — 
And (i1}] as J perſiſted, I faw her Checks cover'd 
With Buſhey, and her Eyes ſwimming in Tears 


But 
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A COMEDY. 15 


But my Life upon't, they were the Bluſhes, and the 
tears of Innocepce! 

Sir Ro. We muſt, and will be ſatisfy'd, Sir C Carles. 

Sir Char. For who knows, while we are delaying, 
but ſome unhappy Mother, perhaps of Rank too, 
may be wringing her Hands in Bitterneſs of Miſery 
for this loſt Daughter. — Girls, who have kept their 
Virtue, Sir Roger, have done mad Things for a 
Man they love. 

Sir Ro. And ſo indeed they have remember 
when I was a young Fellow myſelf— But is not 
that my Charles coming thro' the Hall yonder? 

Sir Char. Ay, Sir Roger. Attack him now - But 
let your Enquiries have more the Shew of accidental 
Chat than Deſign; tor too much Earneſtneſs may 
beget Suſpicion And ſo, Sir, I leave you to 
your Diſcretion, 5 

Sir Ro. You ſhail ſee me again before Dinner 
A Pox of theſe young, rakehelly R ogues!—a Girl's 
worth twenty of 'em if one cou'd but manage her, 


SCENE II. 
Erter Young Belmont, reprating ; 


Bel. No Warming of th* approaching Flame, 
Schiftly, like ſudden Death, it came; 
Like Mariners, by Lightning kill'd, 

I burnt the Moment 
My dear Sir, I have not ſeen you to Day before 

Sir Ro. What, ſtudying Poetry, Boy, to help 

out the Year's Allowance? 

Bel. Faith, Sir, Times are har A and unleſs 
you come down with a freſh Hundred now and 
then, I may go near to diſgrace your Family 
and turn Poet, 

Sir Ro. And ſo want Friends all thy Life after! 
But now we talk of Money, Charles, what art thou 
doing with H7delia's Money? — I am thinking, that 
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THEFOUNDEING: 
41nd Sum thrown into the Stocks now, might 
Lu LO Pretty! tolerable A800 Unt. 

Bel. The Stocks, Sir? 

S Ro. Ay, Boy My Broker will be here after 
Dinner, and he ſhall have a little Chat with thee, 
about laying our a few f her Thouſands. 

Bel. Þ hope, hel tell us where we ſha!) get theſe 
Thouſands. Fenn 
Sir Ro. Thon doſt not anſwer me, Charles 
Art dumb, Boy? 

Bel. Why, to be ſure, Sir, as to that 
——] can't jay, but that ſhe may — However, 
that is, you know, Sir It as to Poſſibiliry— 
Will your Broker be here after Dinner, Sir? 

Sir Ro. Take a little Time, Char les For at pre- 
ſent, thou dolt not make thyſelf fo clearly underſtood. 

Bel. Quite right, to be ſure, Sir Nothing cou'd, 
beyond all Doubt, be more judicious, or more advan- 
tageous — Her Intereſt, Sir—wiy as to that—a pret- 
ty Fortune but did you Know her Brother, Sir? 
Sir Ro. Who I, Child ?— No 


Bel. Faith, nor J neither. A Wee know 


ack, Sir? The Rogue wou'd have made you 
laugh. Did I never read you any of his Ept- 
_ grams?—But then he had ſuch an Itch for Play!— 
Why he wou'd {et you a whole Fortune at a Caſt— 
And ſuch a Mimmic too ! but no ot nes in 
the World — Why, it coſt him a cool ſix thou— 
ſand, to ſtand for Member once — O, 1 cou'd tell 
you ſuch Stories of that Election, Sir — 
Sir Ro. Prithee, what Borough did * ſtand for! 
Bel. Lord, Sir! He was Hung all to nothing 
— —— My Lord what d'ye- call: um's Son carry'd it 
fifteen to one, at half the 375 ence In ſhort, Sir, 
by his Extravagance, Affairs are ſo perplex'd. ſo 
wy intricate, that upon my Word, Sir, I declare 
don't know what to think of em A Pox 


of theſe Queſtions, Alde. 
Sir 


Fidelia 


Charles 


A COMEDY. I7 

Sir Ro. But ſhe has Friends and Relations, Charles ! 
l fancy, if I knew who they were, ſomething 
might be done. 

Bel. Yes, yes, Sir, ſhe has Friends, and Rela- 
tions——1 ſee, Sir, you know nothing of her Af- 
fairs——Such a String of 'em The only wiſe 
Thing her Brother ever did, was making me her 


Guardian, to take her out of the Reach of thoſe 
Wretches=——1 ſhall never forget his laſt Words 
Whatever you do, my dear Charles, ſays he, taking 


me by the Hand, keep that Girl from her Relations 
Why, I wou'd not for a thouſand Pounds, Sir, 
that any of them ſhou'd know where ſhe is. 
Sir Ro. Why, we have been a little cautious, 
But where does the Eſtate lie? 
Bel. Lord, Sir! an Eſtate and no Eſtate 
I wonder a Man of your Knowledge wou'd aſk the 
Queſtion. 


Sir Ro. "But where docs it lie, Charles? 
what County, I ſay? 


Bel. And then ; ORE s the ſix thouſand Pounds, 
that her Father left her 


Sir Ro. What, that gone too, Charles? 
Bel. Juſt as good, 1 believe- 
on'tina Lawyer s Hands. 


Sir Ro. But ſhe is not afraid to ſee him too 
Charles? 


Where does he live? 

Bel. Live, Sir! — Do you think ſuch a F cllow 
ought to live? — Why he has trumpt up a Contract of 
Marriage with this Girl, Sir, under the Penalty of her 


whole Fortune There's a Piece of Work for you ! 


Sir Ro. But has he no Name, Charles? 
What is he call'd, I ſay? 


Bel. You can't call him by any! Name, that's too 


bad for him But if I don't draw his Gown over his 


Ears - why ſay, I am a bad Guardian, Sir that's all, 
Sir Ro. If this ſhould be apocryphal now ? 
Del. 


An Earthquake may ſwallow it for 
any Thing 1 care. 
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Bel. Sir? 1 
Sir Ro. A Fetch! a Fib, Charles !——to conceal 
ſome honeſt Man's Daughter, that you have ſtolen, 
Child ! 

Bel. And brought into a ſober Family, to have 
the entire poſſeſſion of, without Lett, or Moleſtation? 
Why, what a deal of Money have you laviſh'd 
away, Sir, upon the Education of a Fool? 
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Sir Ro. There is but that one Circumſtance to 1 

bring thee off. For to be ſure, her Affairs might 1 

N have been as well ſettled in private Lodgings— And Fl 

[' beſides, Charles, a World of troubleſome Queſtions, „ 

. and lying Anſwers might have been ſav'd - But take 2 
„ Care, Boy ;—for I may be in the Secret before thou 
[| art aware on't A great Rogue, Charles! ¶ Exit. 
[| Bel. So! The Mine's ſprung, 1 ſee and Fide- 


lia has bztray'd me And yet, upon cooler Thoughts, 
ſhe durſt not break her Word with me For tho? 
ſhe's a Woman, the Devil has no Part in her—— 
Now will I be hang'd, if my loving Sitter is not at 


the Bottom of all this But if I don't out- plot 45 

her! Let me ſce ——Ay Fadd!: ſhall be 90 
i call'd in For the Fool loves Miſchief like an 
| old Maid; and will out-lie an Attorney. = 
|| SCENE III. 4 
| | Enter Roſetta. E: 
i Neoſet. What, muSng, Brother? Now wou'd 4 
[| 1 fain know, which of "All the Virtues has been the 2 
| Subject of your Contemplations? 4 
1 Bel. Patience, Patience, Child For he that J 


has Connection with a Woman, let her be Wife, 
Miſtreſs, or Siiter, muſt have Patience, 
Roſet. Ihe mall uſeful Virtue in the World, Bro- - 
ther ! ——and Fidelia ſhall be your Tutoreſs I'll 


hold ſix to four, that ſhe leads you into the practice 
on't wich more Lexterity, than the veſt Philoſopher 
in 


1 


abler Miſtreſs in the Art 


A COMEDY. 19 
in England — She ſhall teach it, and yet keep the 


Heart without Hope, Brother. 

Bel. Why that's a contrary Method to yours, Siſ 
for you give Hope, where you mean to try 
Patience moſt And I take it, that you are the 
Why every Coxcomb 
in Town has been your Scholar, Child. 

Roſet. Not to learn Patience—There's your Miſ- 
take now. For it has been my conſtant Practice, 
to put my Scholars out of all Patience 
you thinking of, Brother ? 3 

Bel. Why, I was thinking, Child, that *twou'd 


be a Queſtion to puzzle a Conjurer, what a Coquet 


was made for ? 

Roſet. Am I one, Brother? 

Bel. O, fie, -Sifter! 

Roſet. Lord! I, that am no Conjurer, can tell you 
that. A Coquet— Oh l- Why, a Coquet is 
a Sort of beautiful deſert in Wax work, that tempts 


the Fool to an Entertainment, merely to baulk his 
- And will any one tell me, that Na- 


Appetite. 
ture had no Hand in the making a Coquet, when 
ſhe anſwers ſuch wiſe and neceflary Purpoſes ? 
Now, pray Sir, tell me what a Rake was made for ? 
Bel. Am 1 one, Siſter ? 
Roſet. O, fie, Brother 


Bel. Nay, Child, if a Coquet be fo uſeful in the 


Syſtem of Morals, a Rake muſt be the molt horrid 
Thing in Nature He was born for her Deſtruc- 
tion, Child She loſes her Being at the very Sight 


of him——and drops plump into bis Arms, like a 


charm'd Bird into the Mouth of a Rattle-Snake. 
Rojet. Bleſs us all!- 


we are Brother and Siſter! 


Bel. Be thankful for t Night and Morning upon 
your Knees, Huſſy—— tor I ſhould certainly have 
been the Ruin of you But come, Rt 
*Tis allow'd then that we are Rake and Coquet 
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Child 
St. James's Pariſh—— And 1'lI truſt thee for the fu- 


ſeveral Vocations 


20 THE FOUNDLING: 
And now, do you know, that the eſſential Differ- 
ence b-tween us lies only in two Words Petti- 


coat and Breeches ? 


Roſet. Ay, make that out, and you'll do ſomething. 

Bel. Pleaſure, Child, is the Buſineſs of both- 
And the ſame Principles, that make me a Rake, 
wou'd make you no better than you ſhou'd be 
——were it not for that Tax upon the Petticoat, 
call'd Scandal. Your wiſhes are reſtrain'd by Fear 
Mine, authoris'd by Cuſtom 


of making Men Fools I am upon the Wing to 
make Girls Women, Child. 

Roſet. Now, as J hope to be marry'd, I wou'd 
not be a Rake for the whole World unleſs I 
were a Man; and then I do verily believe, I 
ſhould turn out juſt ſuch another, 

Bel. That's my dear Siſter! Give me your Hand, 
Why now thou art the honeſteſt Girl in 


ture with all my Secrets 


I am going to Fidelia, 


Child. 


Noſet. What a Pity tis, Brother, that ſhe is not 


ſuch a Coquet as I am? 


Bel. Not fo neither, my ſweet Siſter For, 


Faith the Conqueſt wou'd be too eaſy to keep a 


Man conſtant. 
Roſet. Civil Creature! 


Bel. But here comes the Colonel Now to our 


You to Fooling, and I to 
At Dinner we'll meet, and compare 


Buſineſs 
Notes, Child. 


Rofet. For a Pot of Coffee, I ſacceed beſt. 
Bel. Faith, I'm afraid ſo. [ Exit. 


SCENE TV, 
Enter the Colonel. 


Col. To meet = alone, Madam, is a Happineſs — 
| Hoy Ce 


And while 
you are forc'd to fit down with the ſtarv'd Comfort 
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A COMEDY. 21 
Roſet. Pray, Colonel, are you a Rake? Methinks 
I wou'd fain have you a Rake. 
Col. Why fo, Madam ?——Tis a Character I 
never was fond of, 
Reſet. Becauſe I am tir'd of being a Coquet—— 
and my Brother ſays, that a Rake can transform 


one, in the Flirt of a Fan. 


Col. I wou'd be any Thing, Madam, to be better 
in your Opinion. 

Roſet. It you were a Rake now, what wou'd you 
ſay to me ? 


Col. Nothing, Madam! wou'd 


Roſet. Bleſs me is the Man mad! 
aſk'd what you wou'd ſay to me? 

Col. I wow'd ſay, Madam, that you are my Life, 
my Soul, my Angel! — That all my Hopes of 
Happineſs are built upon your Kindnels ! 

Roſet. Very well!- keep it up! 

Col. That your Smiles are brighter than Virtue, 
and your Chains ſweeter than Liberty ! 

Roſet. Upon my Word! 

Col. O, Less '——How can you trifle ſo with 
2 Heart that loves you? 

Roſet. Very well! Pathetic too! 

Col. Nay, nay, Ki is carrying the Jeſt too far 
If you knew the Situation of my Mind, you 
wou'd torture me thus. 

Roſet. Situation of the Mind! 
phical 0 on! 

Col. Pſhah This is not in your Nature. 

Roſet. Suſpicion! pretty enough! 

Col. You know I have not deſerv'd this. 

Roſet. Anger too!» Go on | 


1 only 


Col. No, Madam . Paddle can divert you this 


Way at an eaſier Price. 


Roſet, And Jealouſy !—-All the Viciſſitudes of 
Love! lacomparable 


| Col. 


[ Snatches her Hand, and kiſſes it. 


Very geogra- 
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22 THE FOUNDLING: 
Col. You will force me to tell you, Madam, that 

I can bear to be your Jeſt no longer, 
Roſet. Or thus 
Am I the Teſt of ber I love? 
Forbid it all the Gods above! 


It may be render'd either Way — But I am 
for the Rhyme I love Poetry vaſtly -Don't 
you love Poetry, Colonel! 

Col, This is beyond all Patience, Madam. 

[Very angrily. 

Roſet. Bleſs me ! Why, you have not been 
in Earneſt, Colonel? Lord, Lord, how a filly 
Woman may be miſtaken ! | 

Col. Shall I aſk you one ſerious Queſtion, Madam? 

Roſet. Why, I find myſelf ſomewhat whimſical 
this Morning—and I don't care if I do take a little 
Stuff but don't let it be bitter. 
Col. Am I to be your Fool always, Madam, or, 


my Time's out? 


Ri Roſet. Lord, you Men Creatures do aſk the 
1" ſtrangeſt Queſtions Why how can I poſſibly ſay 
if now, what I ſhall do ten Years hence ? 

1 Col. Jam anſwer'd, Madam. [Walking in Diſorder, 
| | Enter Servant. 

Serv. Mr. Faddle, Madam. [ Exit, 
11 | 

it Enter Faddle. 

1's Fad. O, my dear, ſoft Toad !——And the Co- 
"18 lonel, by all that's ſcarlet ?— Now Pox catch me, if 
Il! | Nature ever form'd ſo compleat a Couple—— ſince, 
1 the firſt Pair in Paradiſe. 

1 Roſet. *Tis well you are come, 8 me 
ll ſomething to laugh at, or I ſhall die with the 2 
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like other Fools, to be made a Huſband of, when 
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A COME DOT. 23 

Col. Ay, Sir, make the Lady laugh this Mo- 
ment, or I ſhall break your Bones, Raſcal. 

Fad. Lord, Colonel! What!—what!—hah !— 

Col. Make her laugh this Inſtant, I fay, or I'll 
make you cry Not make her laugh, when ſhe 
bids you! Why, Sirrah !——1I have made her 
laugh this half Hour, without bidding. 

Roſet. Ha! ha! ha! 


Fad. Why there, there, there, Colonel !——She 
does, ſhe does, ſhe does | 
SCENE VI. 

Enter young Belmont, and Fidelia. 
Bel. Why how now, Faddle! What has been 


the Matter, prithee ? 

Col. A Raſcal! Not make a Lady laugh ! 

Fad. What Charles, and my little Fiddy, too! — 
Stand by me a little for this robuſt Colonel 
has relaxed my very Sinews, and quite tremulated 

my whole Syſtem. l cou'd not have collected 
myſelf, without your preſence. 

Eid. And was he angry with you, Faddle? 

Fad. Toa Degree, my Dear But I have for- 
got it bear no Malice to any one in the World, 
Chitd. 

Roſet. Do you know, Faddle, that I have a Quar- 
rel with you too? 

Fd. You, Child! — Heh! ! heh! What, I 
am inconſtant, I ſuppoſe—and have been the Ruin 


of a few Families this Winter, hah, Child ?—Mur- 


der will out, tho' it's done in the Center But 

come, Vivace] Let the ſtorm looſe and you 

ſhall ſee me weather it, like the Oſier in the Fable 

——— It may bend, but not break me. 
Rofet. Nay, it ſhall come in a Breeze —— II 

whiſper it. Z [//h/pers Faddle. 
Bel. Colonel 


Col. 
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an Armful of dry Shavings ! 


Eyes upon you in a whole Day 
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Col. Now I cou'd cut my Throat, for being vext 
at this Puppy —— And yet the Devil Jealouſy will 
have it ſo. Abart to Belmont, 

Fad, Oh, what a Creature have you nam'd, 
Child !——Heh! heh! heh !——May Grace re- 
nounce me, and Darkneſs ſeal my Eye-Lids, If I 


wou'd not as ſoon make Love to a Milliner's Doll. 
Bel. Prithee, what Miſtreſs has ſhe found out, 


for thee, Faddle? 


Fad. By all that's odious, Charles —Miſs Gargle, 
the Pothecary's Daughter The Toad is fond of 
me, that's poſitive But ſuch a Meſs of Water- 
Gruel! Ugh! To all Purpoſes of Joy, ſhe's 
And then ſhe's ſo 
Lord, ſays ſhe, Mr. Faddle, 


Jealous of one! 
you are eternally at Sir Reger? $— 


Heh ! hen 
And then the Tears do ſo trickle down thoſe W hite- 
waſh Cheeks of hers— 
me to the leaſt Fit of the Heart-burn, I believe, I 
ſhou'd be tempted to take her—by Way of Chalk 
and Water. Heh! heh! heh | 

Bel. : 
Roſet. þ Ha! ha! ha! 
Fid. 5 

Roſet. Iſn't he a pleaſant Creature, Colonel? 

Col. Certainly, Madam of infinite Wit, with 
Abundance of Modeſty. 

Fad. Pugh! Pox of Modeſty, Colonel 


But do you know, you ſlim Toad you, [To Roſet.] 


what a Battle I had laſt Night, in a certain Com- 
pany, about you, and that ugly Giply there e 

Fid. Meaning me, Sir? 

Fad. Pert, and pretty ?—You muſt know, there 
was Jack 7. affety, Billy Cruel, Lord Harry Gymp, 
and I, at Jack's Lodgings, all in tip-top Spirits, 
over a Pint of Burgundy A Pox of all Drinking 
tho I Hall never get it out of my Head 


One can't ſer 


that if ſhe cou'd but warm 


4 en, 


n 


* 
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Well, we were toaſting a Round of Beauties, you 
muſt know The Girl of your Heart, Faddle, 
ſays my Lord? - Roſetta Belmont, my Lord, ſays I 
—And, Faith, down you went, you delicate Devil 
you, in almoſt half a Glaſs Rot your Toaſt, ſays 
my Lord, -—T vas fond of her laſt Winter—— 
She'sa Wit, ſays Fack—Anda Scold, by all that's 
noiſy, ſays Billy Iſn't ſhe a little freckled, lays 

my Lord? Damnationly padded, ſays Jack— 
And painted like a Dutch Doll, by Jupiter, fays 
Billy 
No more Warmth than a Snow-Ball, ſays Jack — 
A mere Cold-Bath to a Lover, Curls catch me, 
lays Billy — Heh! heh! heh!—fays I, that's becauſe 
you want Heat to warm her, my Dears To me 
now, ſhe's all over combultibles—1 can electrify 
her by a Look——Touch but her Lip, and ſnap 
ſhe goes off in a Flaſh of Fire. 

Rojet. O, the Wretch !——what a Picture has 
he drawn of me! ____ [To Fidelia. 

Fid. You muſt be curious, my Dear. 

Bel. Ha! ha!—But you forget Fidelia, Faddle. 

Fad. Oh! And there's the new Face, ſays 
Billy — Fidelia, I think they call her If ſhe was 
an Appurtenance of mine, ſays my Lord, Pd hang 
her upon a Peg in my Wardrobe, among my caſt 
Clothes With thoſe demure Looks of hers, ſays 
Jack, I'd ſend her to my Aunt in H/orceſterſhire, to 
{et her Face by, when ſhe went to Church Or 
what think you, ſays Billy, of keeping her in a 
Show-Glals, by Way of—Gentlemen and Ladies, 
walk in, and ſee the Curioſity of Curiolities—— the 
perfect Pamela in high Life! ——Obſerve, Gentle- 
men, the bluſhing of her Checks, the turning up 
of her Eyes, and her Tongue, that ſays nothing by 
Fie! Fie! Ha! ha! ha! Incomparable '— 
ſaid all three- Pugh, Pox, ſays — not ſo bed 
as that neither—The little Toad has not ſeen a” 

C 7 


She's very unſuſceptible, lays my Lord— — 
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26 THE FOUNDLING: 
of the Town indeed — But ſhe'll do in Time 


And a Glaſs of Preniac may ſerve one's Turn, you 
know, when Champain is not be had. 


AII. Ha! ha! ha! 
Bel. Why, thou did'ſt give it em, Faith, Bully. 


Fid, I think, Roſetta, we were mighty lucky in 
an Advocate. 


Rojet. Prodigious ! 

Pad. Poor Toads!—Oh!—T had forgot—You 
left the Rehearſal of the New Opera this Morning 
in the moſt unlucky Time! The very Moment 
you were gone, ſouſe came into the Pit, my Friend 
the Alderman and his fat Wife, trick'd out in Sun- 
ſhine You muſt know, I drank Chocolate with 
*em in the Morning, and heard all the Ceremony 
of their Proceedings —Sir Barnaby, ſays my Lady, 

I ſhall wear my Pink and Silver, and my beſt 
Jewels——and, d'ye hear? Do you? get Betty 


to tack on your Dreſdens, and let Pomp. :y comb 


out the white Tie, and bring down the blue Coar 
lin'd with Buff, and the brown Silk Breeches, and 
the Gold- headed Cane——1 think as you always 
wear your Coat button'd, that green Waiſtcoat may 
co—But *tis ſo belmurr'd, that! vow it's a filthy 
Sight with your Night-Gown open ——And as you 
go in the Coach with me, you may get your white 
Stockings air d—— But you are determin'd never to 
oblige me with a Pair of Roll- ups upon theſe Occa- 
ſions, notwithſtanding all I have ſeid— We are to 
mix with Quality this Morning, Mir. Faddle, and 
it may be proper to let *em know as how, there are 
People in the City, who live of the }/e//min/zer Side 
of Happi- g Your La yſhip's perfectly in the 
Right. Madam, ſays — [Sing a Laugh] and 
for bear of a Horſe-Lauvh in her Face, {lap-daſh, 


1 made a Leg, and bruſh'd off like Li: Shtning. 
All, Ha! "ha! ha! 


Enter 


[ Bowing to Roſetta, 
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A COMEDY. 27 


Enter Servant, and whiſpers Roſetta. 


Roſet. Come, Gentlemen, Dinner waits- 
We ſhall have all your Companies, I hope. - 
Bel. You know, you dine with me at the Kinz*s- 


| Arms, Faiidte. Apart 10 Faddle. 


Fad. Do I? I am ſorry, my Dear Creature, 
that a particular Appointment robs me of the Ho- 


nour. [To Roſetta, 


Roſet. Pſhah! you are always engag'd, I think— 


Come, Fidelia. [ Exit Roſetta and Fidelia. 
Col. Why chen, thank Heaven there's ſome Re- 
ſpite! I Exit. 


Bel. Hark you, Faddle I hope you are not 


in the leaſt ignorant, that upon particular Occa- 


ſions, you can be a very great Raſcal ? 
Fad. Who I, Charles ? Pugh! 
Is this the Dinner I am to have ? Et 
Bel. Courage, Boy And becauſe I think fo 
well of thee there ¶ Gives him a Purſe —— 


POx lo 


?Twaill buy thee a new lac'd Coat, and a Feather. 
Fad. Why ay, this is ſomething, Charles But 


what am I to do, hah ?. 
my Soul, I won't fight. 
Bel. Thou can'ſt lie a little. 
Fad. A great deal Charles Or I have ſpent my 
Time among Women of Quality to little Purpoſe, 
Bel. I'II tell thee then This ſweet Girl, this 
Angel, this ſtubborn Fidelia, fiicks fo at my Heart, 
that 1 muſt either get the better of her, or run mad. 


I won't fight upon 


Fad. And fo thou wow dſt have me aiding and 


abetting, hah, Charles? 
for a Rape neither. 
Bel. Peace, Fool! 


Muſt not be tuck'd up 


About three Months ago, 


by a very extraordinary Adventure, this Lady dropt 


into my Arms 
Fire at firſt Sight 


It happen'd that our Hearts took 
But as the Devil wou'd have 


it, in the Hurry of "7 mY houghts, not know- 
1 ing 
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28 THE FOUNDLING: 


ing where to place her, I was tempted, for Security, 
to bring her to this haunted Houſe here where, 
between the Jealouſy of Sir Charles, the Gravity of 
the Colonel, the Curioſity of a Siſter, and the awk- 
ward Care of a Father, ſhe muſt become a Veſtal, 
or 1- a Huſband. 

Fad. And fo, by Way of a little ſimple Fornica- 
tion, you want to remove her to private Lodgings, 
hah, Charles? 

Bel. But how, how, how !—thou dear Raſcal ? 

Fad. Let me fee! Hum!———And ſo, Fu 
are not her Guardian, Charles ? 

Bel. Nor ſhe the Woman ſhe pretends, Boy 
T tell thee, ſhe was mine by Fortune———] tilted 
for her at Midnight But the Devil tempted me, 
I ſay, to bring her hither—— The Family was in 
Bed ; which gave me Time for Contrivance 
1 prevail'd upon her to call me Guardian that 
by pretending Authority over her, I might remove 
her at Pleaſure But here too I was deceiv'd- 
My Siſter's Fondneſs for her has render'd every Plot 
of mine to part *em impracticable And without 
thy wicked Aſſiſtance, we mult both die in our 
Virginity. 

Ed. Hum! That wou'd be a Pity, Charles — 
But let me fee!l—— Ay! ——] have it Within 
theſe three Hours, we'll contrive to ſet the Houle 
in ſuch a Flame, that the Devil himſelf may take 
her if he ſtand at the Street- Door To Dinner, 
to Dinner, Boy! *Tis here, here, here, Charles ! 

Bel. If thou doſt! 

Fed. And if I don't ! 
Charles — 


Why no more Purſes, 
I tell thee, *tis here, here, Boy! To 


Dinner, to Dinner! EE [ Exeunt, 
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ACT III. Scene continues. 


Enter Roſetta and Fidelia. 


Fid, YFF\1S all your own doing, my Dear, YOu 
firſt teaſe him into Madneſs, and then 
wonder to hear his Chains rattle. 

Reſet. And yet how one of my heavenly Smiles 
ſober'd him again 

Fid. If I were a AY you ſhou'd uſe me ſo but 
once, Roſetta. 

Roſet. Pſhah If you were a Man, you wou'd 
do, as Men do, Child Ha! ha! ha T1 hey 
are Creatures of robuſt Conſtitutions, and will bear 
a great deal Beſides, for my Part, I can't ſee 
what a reaſonable Fellow ought to expect before 
Marriage, but il! Ulage You can't imagine, my 
Dear, how it ſweetens Kindneſs afterwards.— f 18 
bringing a poor. ſtarv'd Creature to a warm Fire, af- 
ter a whole Night's wand' ring thro? Froſt and Snow. 

Fid. But, to carry on the Image, my Dear 
won't he be apt to curſe the Tongue that miſguided 
him; and take up with the firſt Fire he mects with, 
rather than periſh in the Cold] cou'd ſing 
you a Song, Keſetta, that one wou'd ſwear was 
made o Purpoſe for you. 

Roſet. O, pray let me hcar it. 


. 
FIDELIA. 
FO R a Shape, and a Bloom, and an Air, and a 


Mein, 
Myrtilla was brighteſt of all the gay Green; 


Hut artfully wild, and affected coy, 


Thoſe her Beauties invited, her Pride weu'd 40 oY. 
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36 THE FOUNDLING: 

II. 
By the Flocke, as foe firay'd with the Nymphs of the 
| Vale, 


Not a Shepherd but woo'd her to hear his ſoft Tale 

Tho* fatal the Paſſion, ſhe laugh'd at the Swain, 

And return'd with Neglett, what Joe heard with 
Dijdain. 


III. 
But Beauty has Wings, and too haſtily flies, 
And Love, unrewarded, ſoon fickens and dies. 
The Nymph curid by Time, of her Folly and Pride. 
New gls in ber Turn for the Bliſs ſhe . ; 


13. 
No lmnger ſbe frolicks it wide ober the Plain, 
To kill with her Coyneſs the languiſbing Swain z 
So humbled her Pride is, fo ſoften'd her Mind, 
That, tho* courted by none, ſhe to all 00d be kind. 


How Hye like it, my Dear? 


Roſel. Pſhah!—— there? sa Song indeed!—You 


ſhou'd ſing of Men's Perjuries, my Dear—of kind 


Nymphs, and cloy'd Shepherds For take wy 
Word for't——there's no Charm like Cruelty, t 
keep the Men conſtant; nor no Deformity like 
Kindneſs to make 'em loath YOU, 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. A Letter for your Ladyſhip, Madam. Exit. 
Roſet. For me? I don't remember the Hand. 
Opens and reads the Letter to herſelf. 

Fid, ] have little Inclination to be chearful, tho? 

I fing Songs, and prattle thro? the whole Day 


Belmont! Belmont! | Afide] You ſeem ſtrangely 


concern'd, Madam hope no ill News! 


Roſct. The worſt in the World, Fidelia, it 1 it be 


true. 
Fid. Pray Lan] it be falſe then !—But 4 it 
be a Secret ?—] Ae my dear Roſetta knows, that 
Wuhat- 


6 
[7 
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Whatever affects her Quiet, can't leave mine un- 
diſturb'd. 


Koſet. Who's there? 


Enter Servant. 


How did you receive this Letter? 


Serv, From a Porter, Madam. 
Roſet, Is he without? 
Serv, No, Madam, he faid it requir'd no Anſwer, 
Roſet. Had you any Knowledge of him ? 
Serv, Not that I remember, Madam. 
Roſet. Shou'd you know him again? 
Serv. Certainly, Madam, 


; 5 At the King s-Arms, Madam. 

Roſet. And Mr. Faddle with him? 

Serv. They went out together, Madam. 

Roſet. Run this Moment, and fay I deſire to 
ſpeak with both of em immediately, upon an extra- 
ordinary Affair. 

Serv. Yes, Madam. Exit. 

Fid. What can this mean, R :ſetta? Am J 
unfit to be truſted ? 

Roſet. Tell me, Fidelia But no Matter 
Why thou'd I diſturb you pl have been too grave. 


Fid. Still more and more perplexing !—— But 
my Enquiries : are at an Endl ſhall learn to 


be leſs troubleſome, as you are leſs kind, Roſetta. 

Rojet. Prithee don't talk ſo, Fidelia I can 
never be leſs kind, 

Fid. Indeed, I won't deſerve you ſhou'd. 

Roſet. I know it, Fidelia But tell me then—Is 
there a Circumſtance in your Life, that wou'd call 


a Bluſh to your Checks, if t'were laid as open to 


the World's Knowledge, as to your own? 


C4 Tid. 


Niet Where did my Brother ſay he din'd to 
Day ? | 
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Fid. If from the Letter you aſk me that ſtrange 
Queſtion, Madam, ſurely I ſhou'd ſee it. 

Roſet. 1 think not, Fielia -For upon ſeconG 
Thoughts, *tis a Trifle, not worth your Notice. 

Fid. Why were you ſo much alarm'd then ? 

Roſet. J confeſs, it ſtartled me at firſt—Bur *tis 
a lying Letter, and ſhou'd not trouble you, 

Fid. Then it relates to me, Madam ? 

Roſet. No Matter, Fidelia. 

Fid. 1 have loſt my Friend then beg'd, at firſt, 
to be a Sharer in Roſelta's Griefs—But now I find 
they are all my own, and ſhe denies my Right to *em. 

Roſet. This is too much, Fidelia And now, 
to keep you longer in Suſpence wou'd be Cruelty— 
But the Writer of this Scroll has a Mind darker 
than Night. You ſhall join with me in wondering, 
that there is ſuch a Monſter in the World, 

Reads] 


To Miſs Roſctta Belmont. 
Madam, 


S 1 write without a Name, I am alike indiffer- 
ent to your Thanks, or Reſentment— Fidelia 75 
no! what ſhe ſeems —She has deceiv'd You, and may 
your Brother to his Ruin—IVWomen of the Town knew 
how to wear the face of Innocence, when it ſerves the 
Purpoſes of Guilt —Faddle, if he pleaſes, can inforin 
you farther —But be aſſur d, I have my Intelligence 
from more ſufficient Authority, 
P. S. There needs no farther Addreſs in this Mat- 
ter, than a plain Queſtion to Fidelia ——1s e the Y To 
ter of Mr, Belmont's Friend? 


Fid. Then J am loſt ! [Ajide. 
Roſet. What, in Tears, Jidelia? -Nay, I meant to 
raiſe your Contempt only—Prithee, look up, and let 
us laugh at the Malice of this nameleſs Libeller. 
| Fid, 


A COMEDY. 33 
Fid. No, Roſelta The Mind muſt be wrapt 


in its own Innocence, that can ſtand againſt the 


Storms of Malice — I fear, I have not that Mind. 


Roſ. What Mind, Fidelia? 

Fid. And yet that Letter is a falſe one. 

Roſ. Upon my Lite, it is For you are Inno- 
cence itſelf. 

Fid. Oh, Roſetta! 
Friend kneels to you for Pardon 
wretched Out- caſt of Fortune, that with an artful 
Tale has impos'd upon your Nature, and won you 
to a Friendſhip for a helpleſs Stranger, that never 
knew herſelf 

Roſet. Riſe, Fidelia But take Care! — For if you 
have deceiv'd me, Honeſty is nothing but a Name. 


Fid. Think not too hardly of me neither For tho? 


Jam not what I ſeem, I wou'd not be what that Let- 


ter calls me, to be Miſtreſs of the World. 
Speak on 


No}. J have no Words, Fidelia, 
hut methinks, you ſhould not weep fo. 
Fid. Nay, now, Roſetta, you compel me For 


this Gentlenels is too much for me—l have deceiv'd 
you, and you are kind If you wou'd dry up my 


Tears, call forth your Reſentment Anger might 
turn me into Stone but Compaſſion melts me. 
Roſet. J have no Anger, Fidelia — Pray go on. 


Fid. When my Tears will let me—I have play'd 


a fooliſh Game, RoJeita—and yet my utmoſt Fault 


has been conſenting to deceive you — What I am, 1 
know not—T hat Fam not what I ſeem, I know— 


But why I have ſeemed otherwiſe than I am, again! 
know not—'T'is a Riddle, that your Brother only 
can explain—He knows the Story of my Life, and 
will in Honour reveal it Wou'd he were here! 
Roſet. Wou'd he were, Fidelia !—for lam upon 


the Rack—Prithee, go on, and inform me farther. 


Fid. There's my Grief, Nee For I am 
bound by ſuch Promiſes to Silence, that to clear my 
4 Ingocence, 


No Siſter of Mr. Belmon!'s 
but a poor 
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Faadle inform you farther! 
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Innocence, wou'd be to wound it All I have left 


to ſay is, that my Condition of Life only has been 


aſſum'd, my Virtue never. 


Euler Servant; 


Roſet. Well, Sir! 
Ser. Mr. Belmont, Madam, was juſt gone; but 


Mr. Fadd/e will wait upon your Ladyſhip immedi- 


ately. 
Roſet. Did they ſay where my Brother went ? 
Ser. They did not know——Mr, Faddle is here, 
Madam, [Exits 


SCENE I. 
Enter Faddle humming a Tune. 


Fad. In Obedience to your extraordinary Com- 
mands, Madam 
alone, hid, 

Roſct. No trifling, Sir — Do you know this 
Hand- writing: 

Fad Hum Not , as J hope to be ſav'd 
Nor you neither, [ believe. [Aſide] ls it for my 
Peruſal, Madam ? 

Fid. And your anſwering too, Sir. 

Fad. Mighty well, Madam. [reads] Hum!—F- 
delia omen f the Toton— Innocence - Guilt 
Why, what a-Pox 
am | brought in for ?——Intelligence—Queſtiom—Fi- 
delig—Sifter of Mr. Belmont's Friend, 

[Stares and whiſtles. 

Roſe 4. Well, Sir! [Taxes the Leller. 

Fad. Oh! I am to gueſs at the Writer 
Can't, upon my Soul Upon my Soul, I can't, 
Child —— Tis a Woman, believe tho', by the 
damn'd Blabbing that's in't. 


Fid. The Letter lays, Sir, that you can inform this 


Lady farther concerning me——Now, Sir, whatever 
| you 


But you ſhould have been 


[Gives bim the Letter, 
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A COMEDY, 


you happen to know, or to have hear dof me, deliver 
freely, and without Diſguiſe—I entreat it, as an Act 
of Friendſhip, that will for ever oblige me. 


35 


Fad. Let me ſee! No It can't be her nei- 
ther She is a Woman of too much Honour—and 
yet, I don't remember to have open'd my Lips about 
it, to any Soul but her, Rs 
Fid. You know me then, Sir? 

Roſet. Speak out, Sir! 

Fad, Methinks, if theſe Letter-writers were a little 
more communicative of their own Names, and leſs fo 
of their Neighbours, there wou'd be more Honeſt 


in em Why am I introduc'd here !—Truly, for- 
ſooth, becauſe a certain Perſon in the World is over- 


burthen'd with the Secrets of her own Slips, and for 
a little Vent, chuſes to blab thoſe of another — Faddle 
inform you farther - Hadale will be damn'd as ſoon. 
ERoſet. Hark you, Sir If you intend to enter theſe 
Doors again, tell me all you know—tfor I will have 
it—You have own'd your telling it elſewhere, Sir. 
Fid. What is it you told, Sir? 

Fad. What I ſhan't tell hve, Madam——Her 


angry Ladyſhip muſt excuſe me, Faith. 


Roſet. *Tis very well, Sir! 

Fid. Indeed, Roſetta, he knows nothing. 

Fad, Nothing in the World, Madam, as I hope 
to be fav'd—— Miaae is all Hear-ſay 
upon 'em! the whole Town may be in a Lie, for 
any Thing I know——So they ſaid of Lady Bridget 
that ſhe went off with her Footman——But 
*twas all Slander, for *twas a Horſe Grenadier, that 


ſhe bought the Commiſſion tor laſt Week. 


| Roſet, What has LAY Bridget, or the Town, ta 
do with Fidelia, Sir ? 


Fad. So I ſaid, Madam——the very Words 
Says I, a Woman of the Town? Does a Slip or 
two with Particulars make a Lady a Woman of the 
Town ?——Or if it did, ſays I, many a one = 
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Paper, or art thyſelf the Contriver 
ty and a bad Heart, be thy Companions 
thou art privy to any Thing, that concerns the Ho- 
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takin up, and liv'd honeſtly afterwards——A Wo- 
man of the Town indeed! 

Fid. Hold your licentious Tongue, Sir !- 
Upon my Lite, Roſetta, *tis all Malice Tis his 
own Contrivance I dare him to produce another 


Villain, that's baſe enough to ſay this of me, 


Fad. Right, Madam —— Stick to that, and 
egad, I'll be of your Side. [Aloud in her Ear. 

id. Infolence ! [/irices him] Oh, i am hurt be- 
yond all bearing! 

Roſet. And I, loſt in Perplexity——if thou arc 
link'd with any Wretch baſe enough to contrive this 
may Pover- 
But if 


nour of this Family, give it Breath —and PII in- 
ſure thee both Protection and Reward. 
Lid. ] dare him to the Diſcovery. 
Had. Ladies J have had the Honour of a 
o conferred on me by one of you—and am fa- 


vour'd with the Offer of Protection and Reward 


from the other Now to convince both, that, in 
Spite of Indignities, or Obligations, I can keep a 
Secret — if ever open my Lips upon this Matter, 


may Plague, Famine, "and the horn'd Devil conſume 


and ſeize me. And ſo, Ladies I take my 

Leave. [Exit ſinging, 
| Reſet. What can n this F ellow mean, 4#idelia?- 

Has he not abus'd you? 

Fd. Is it a doubt then ?— 
to ſpeak ! 

Roſe. And why not, Fidelia ?—Promiſes unjuſt- 
ly extorted, have no Right to Obſervance You 
have deceiv'd me, by your own Acknowledgment. 
and methinks, at ſuch a Time, Matters of 
Pu nctilio ſhould give Place tp Reaſon and N eceſſity. 

Lid. 1 dare not, Roſellg—— Twou'd be a Crime 


Wou'd I had Leave 
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to your Brother——and I owe Him more than all 
the World. 

Roſet. And what are thoſe Obligations, Fidelia? 

Fid. Not for me to mention Indeed, I dare 
not, Roſetta. 

Roſet. *Tis well, Madam! And when you 
are inclin'd to admit me to your Confidence, I ſhall 
perhaps know better how to conduct myſelf. [ Going. 


. 


Enter Young Belmont, meeting Her. 


Roſ. Oh, are you come, Brother Your 
Friend's Siſter, Four Ward there, has wanted you, 
Sir! 

Bel. What is it, Fidelia! ? 

Fid. I have no Breath to ſpeak 1t- 
Sir, can better inform you, 

Koſet. Read that, Sir. 7 

| Grves him the Letter, which be Ts to him ſelf. 

Fid. Now, Roſette, all ſhall be ſet right 


Your Siſter, 


Your Brother will do me Juſtice, and account for 


his own Conduct. 

Roſet. 1 expect ſo, V idelia, 

Bel. Impertinent! [Gives back the Letter]—] 
met Paddle, as I came in and I ſuppoſe in pure 
Love of Miſchief, he has made my believing Siſter 
here, a Convert to the Villainy of that Letter 
But I'll make the Raſcal unſay every Thing he has 
{aid or his Bones ſhall ake tor „ "[Goivg. 

Fid. Stay, Sir, I entreat you That I am a 
Counterfeit, in Part, I have already conteſs*d— 

Bel. You have done wrong then, 

Fid. But I am a Creature of the Town, Sir? 
Your Siſter muſt learn that from you You TER 
Deen once my Deliverer—Be ſo now Tell her, I am 
poor and miſerable, but not diſhoneſt— That I have 


only conſented to deceive her, not defir'd t—T ell 
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only Requeſt Can you deny it me? | 

Bel. You have ſaid too much, Fidelia And 
for your own Sake, I ſhall forbear to mention what 
I know of your Story How far your own Ho- 
nour is bound, you are the beſt Judge——But a 


Madam, will be a wretched Vindication of the In- 
nocence you contend for. 


Fid. And 1s this all, Sir ? 


Bel. For my own Part, I muſt have better Au- 


thority than Paddle, or a nameleſs Writer, to believe 
any Thing to your Diſhonour——And for you, Siſ- 
ter I muſt not have this Lady ill-treated— While I 
am ſaristy*d of her Innocence, your Suſpicions are 
impertinent Nor will I conſent to her Removal, 
Madam, — mark that whatever you, in your great 


Wiſdom, may have privately determin'd. ¶ Exit. 


Roſct. You are a Villain, Brother. 

Fid. Now I have loſt you, Koſerta ! 5 

Roſet. When you incline to be a Friend to your- 
ſelf, Fidelia you way find one in me But 
while Explanations are avoided, I mult be allow'd 
to act from my own Opinion, and agreeable to the 
Character I am to ſupporr. [ Exit, 


Fid. Then 1 am wretched !l——But that's no 


Novelty——T1 have wander'd from my Cradle, the 
very Child of Misfortune. To retire and weep, 
muſt now be my only Indulgence. [ Exit, 


I. 
Re-enter Belmont. 
Bel. Why, what a Rogue am 11—Here have I 


thrown a whole Family—and that my own too 


into Perplexities, that Innocence can't oppoſe, nor 
Cunning guard againſt And all for what ? 
Why, a Vioman—— Take away that Excuſe, and 
the 


her, I deſerve her Pity, not her Anger Tis my 


Breach of the moſt ſolemn Promiſes, let me tell you, 
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; Charles. 


Bel. Is it fo, Sir?—Hark you, Mr. Dog—If you 
demur one Moment to fetching and carrying in this 


A COMEDY. 


the reſt is ſinning without Temptation—-In my Com- 
merce with the World, I am guarded againſt the 
mercenary Vices—l think, I have Honour above 
Lying, Courage above Cruelty Pride above Mean- 
neſs, and Honeſty above Deceit—and yet, throw but 


coy Beauty in my Way, and all the Vices, by Turns, 
take Poſſeſſion of me Fortune, Fortune, give me 


Succeſs this once and III build Churches! 


8 CEN E V. 


Euter Faddle. 

Ful What, Charles 
finiſhing Stroke given to my Embaſſy, hah ? 

Bel. T hou haſt been a moſt excellent Raſcal—a-d 
Faith, Matters ſeem to be in a promiſing Condition. 
For I have flung That in Roſetta's Way, which if 
ſhe keeps her Womanhood, will do the Buſineſs. 

Fad. Prithee, what's that Charles? 

Bel. Why, I have bid her not to think of part- 


ing with Fidelia. 


Fad, Nay, then, Tip ſhe goes headlong out at 
Window ——But haſt thou no Bowels, Charl 05 9 — 
for, methinks, I begin to feel ſome Twitches of 
Compunction about me. 

Bel. 1 underſtand you, Sir 
more Purſes. 

Pad. Why, look you, Charles— 
a Way to lull this Conſcience of mine- 
be the Devil to do elſe 


But I have no 


We muſt find 


Buſineſs, as I bid you——you mall find my Hand a 
little heavy upon you. 


Fad. Pugh, Pox, Charlzs 9. —Can' ta Body weak? | 
People may be in Good-humour, when they 


want People to do Things for People, methinks. 
Bel. 


39 
the Devil himſelf would be a Saint to me; ks for all 


Is the Coalt clear, and the 


Tere will 
That's a very pretty Ring, 
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Bel. Troop this Moment, with your raſcally Con- 
ſcience to the King's-Arms——and wait there till I 
come, Sir. 

Fad. Why ſo I will, Charles: A Pox of the 
ſwaggering Son of a—— Not ſo big neither——if 
one had but a little Courage. | A/ede and going. 

Bel. Hark you, Faddle ? Now I think on'r, 
there is a Way yet for thee to make another Purſe 
out of this Buſineſs, 

Fad. Why, one wou'd not be a Roguefor nothing, 
methinks, 

Bel. I ſaw Sir Charles going into Fidelia's Cham- 
ber Thou may'ſt ſteal upon *em unobſery'd 
They'll have their Plots too, I ſuppoſe. 

Fad. And where am I to come and tell thee, hah? 

Bel. At the King's-Arms, Boy. 

Fad. But you'll remember the Purſe, Charles? 

Bel. Softly, Raſcal ! [ Exit Faddle, 

Why there it is again now !——1 am a Fellow of 
Principle! — And fo I will be, ſome Time or other 
hut theſe Appetites are the Devil—and at 
preſent I am under their Direction, [ Exit, 


SCENE VI. Another Apartment. 
Sir Charles ad Fidelia diſcover'd ſitting, 


Sir Char. He durſt not ſay, directly, you were 
that Creature the Letter call'd you? 
Fid. Not in Terms, Sir; but his Concealments 
ſtruck deeper than the ſharpeſt Accuſations. 
Sir Char. And could Mr, Belmont be ſilent to all 
this? 
Fd, He ſaid he had his Reaſons, Sir — and it 
was my Part to . had no Heart to diſo- 
blige him. 
55 Char. You are too nice, Madam Raſesta 
loves you, and ſhou'd be truſted, 


Fid, 
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Nd. Alas, Sir! if it concern'd me only, I 
ſhou'd have no Concealment. 

Sir Char. It concerns you moſt, Madam I 
muſt deal plainly with you——You have deceiv'd 
your Friend; and, tho? I believe it not, a ſeverer 
Reproach reſts upon you—— And ſhall an idle Pro- 
miſe, an extorted one too and that from a Man, 
who ſolicits your Undoing, forbid your Vindication ? 


Tou mult think better of it. 


Fid. *Tis not an extorted Promiſe, Sir, that ſeals 
my Lips — But I love him —— And tho! he pur- 
ſues me to my Ruin, I will obey him in this, what- 


ever happens He may deſert me, but never ſhall 


have Reaſon to upbraid me. 

Sir Char. Tis your own Cauſe, Madam——and 
you muſt act in it as you think Proper——Yet ſtill, 
if I might adviſe 

Fid. Leave it to Time, Sir Charles —And if you 
believe me innocent, your friendly Thoughts of me, 
and my own Conſcience ſhall keep me chearful. 


S O EN E VII. 
Enter Faddle, liſt'ning. 
Fad. O, Pox, is it ſo!—— Now for a Secret, 
worth twenty Pieces! 5 
Sir Char. Has it ever appear'd to you, Madam, 


that Faddie was a Conidant of Mr. Belmont's? 
On the contrary, a Wretch 


Fid. Never, Sir 
moſt heartily deſpis'd by him. 

Fad. If ſhe ſhould be a little miſtaken now! [ Aſide. 

Sir Char, Can you gueſs at any other Means of 


his coming to a Knowledge of you ? 
Fid. None, that I know of, Sir. 


Fad. Faith, I believe her. ¶Alde. 


Sir Char. One Queſtion more, Madam, and 1 
have done Did Mr. Belmont ever ſolicit your re- 


moving from this Houſe? 
D Fid, 
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Fid. Never directly, Sir He has often; when we 


have been alone, quarrel'd with himſelf for bringing 
me into It. 


Sir Char. I thank you e if my 
Enquiries have been at any Time too importunate, 
allow 'em to the Warmth of an honeſt Friendſhip 


For I have a Heart, that feels for your Dit- 
treſſes, and beats to relieve *em. 


Fid. I have no Words, Sir Charles. Let my 
Tears thank you. 


Sir Char. Be compos'd, my Child And if Ro- 
ſelta's Suſpicions grow violent, I have Apartments 


ready to receive you——with ſuch Welcome, as 


Virtue ſhould find with one who loves it. 

Fid. Still, Sir Charles, my Tears are all that I can 
thank you with For this Goodnels is too much 
for me. 

Fad. And, ſo ſhe's a Bit for the old Gentleman, at 
laſt! Rare News for Charles! Or with a little 
Addition, I ſhall make it ſo But I muſt decamp, 
to avoid Danger. [ Aſide, and Exit. 
Sir Char. Dry up your Tears, Fidelia For, if 
my Conj ctures are well grounded, before Night, 
perhaps, ſomething may be done to ſerve you 
And ſo I leave you to your beſt Thoughts. | Exil. 

Fid. Then I have one Friend left How long I 
am to hold him, Heaven knows ——*Tis a fickle 
World, and nothing in it is laſting, but Misfortune 
Yet I'll have Patience; Ku 
That feweet Relief, the healing Hand of Heav'n 
Alone to ſuff ring Innocence has giv'n; 

Come, Friend of Virtue, Balm of every Care, 


Dwell in my Beſom, and forbid Deſpair. |[Exit. 
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 COMEDE & 


AT IV. 


SCENE I. An Apartment. 


Exter Colonel and Roſetta. 


Roſet.F Tell you, I will not be talk*d to. 


Col. *Tis my unhappineſs, Madam, to 


raiſe no Paſſion in you, but Anger. 

Reoſet. You are miſtaken, Colonel——T am not 
angry, tho' I anſwer ſo- My Gaiety has been diſ- 
turb'd to day; and Gravity always fits upon me like 
Ill humour Fidelia has engroſs'd me, and you 


are talking of yourſelf— What wou'd you have 


me ſay? 


Col. That your Neglect of me has been diſſembled, 
and that I have leave to love you, and to hope for 
you. 

Roſet. This is very ſtrange now !— 
not in your Power to avoid ſoving me, ether you 
have Leave to hope or not And as to my Diſ- 
ſembling I know nothing of that — All I Sono 
is, that l'm a Woman——and Women 1 {uppoſe 
diſſemble ſometimes ] don't pretend to be a Bit 
better than a Woman. 


Col. Be a kind one, and you're an Angel. 


Roſet. Why there now When if J wanted to 


be an Angel, the very Kindneſs that made me one, 
wou'd leave mein a Month or wn a mere forſaken 
Woman, No, no, Colonel 


Mother of Love, as well as Devotion are 
Angels before you know us to be Women and 
leſs than Women, when you know us to be no An- 
gels If you wou'd be pleas'd with the Tricks ol 
a Juggler, never enquire how they are done. 
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Col. Right, Madam, where the Entertainment 
conſiſts only in the Deceit. 

Roſet. And Philoſophers will tell you, that the 
only Happineſs of Life is to be well deceiv'd. 

Col. Tis the Philoſophy of Fools, Madam—Is 
the Pleaſure that ariſes from Virtue a Cheat? — Or is 
there no Happineſs in conferring Obligations, where 
the Receiver wiſhes to be oblig'd, and labours to 
return ?——'Tis the Happineſs of Divinity, to dif- 
tribute Good, and be paid with Gratitude. 

Roſet. But to give all at once, wou'd be to loſe 
the Power of obliging. 
Col. And to deny all, wou'd be to loſe the Plea- 
ſure of obliging. 

Roſet. But where the Gift is trifling, you know! 

Col. That Trifle, if lent to another's Manage- 
ment, might make both rich. 

Roſet. This is playing at Croſs- -purpoſes—But if 1 


were inclin'd to liſten, what have you to ſay in Fa- 


your of Matrimony ? 


Col. To Fools, Madam,“ tis the Jewel of Aſop's 


Cock — but to the Wi'e, a Diamond of Price, in a 
{ſkilful Hand, to enrich Life — Tis Happineſs, or 
Miſery, as Minds are differently diſpos'd—T he ne- 
ceſſary Requiſites are Love, good Senſe, and good 
Breeding - The firſt to unite, the ſecond to adviſe, 
and the third to comply If you add to theſe, Neat- 
neſs and a Competency, Beauty will always pleaſe, 
and family Cares become agreeable Amuſements. 
 Kofet, And yet IJ have known a very miſerable 
Couple, with all theſe Requiſites. 

Col. Never, if you l believe me, Roſetta 
They have worn 'em in Public, and may have dit. 
ſembled with Succeſs But Marriage-Intimacies 


deſtroy Diſſimulation And if their private Hours 
have known no Enjoyment - there muſt have been 
wanting, either the Affection that ſhou'd unite, the 
e ee 
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A COMEDY, 45 
Underſtanding that ſhou'd adviſe, or the Compla- 


cency that ſhou'd oblige. 


Reſet. Do you know now, that you never pleas'd 
me ſo much in all your Life? 


Col. If ſo, Roſetta one Queſtion, and then to 
apply. 


Roſet. How if I ſhou'd not anſwer your Queſtion? 


Col. *Tis a fair one, upon my Word Don't you 
think, that you and I cou'd muſter up theſe Requi- 
ſites between us? 

Roſet. Let me conſider a little Who muſt have 
Love, pray ? 

Col. Both of us, 

Roſet. No have no Mind to have any Thing 
to do with Love—Do you take that, and give me 
Underſtanding, to adviſe—So then you chuſe again, 
and have all the good Breeding, for Compliance— 


Then I, Neatneſs—and laſt of all, Competency ſhall 


be divided between us. 


Col. A Match, Madam, upon your own Terms! 
— But if ever you ſhould take it into your Head to 


diſpute Love with me, what other Requiſite are you 


willing to give up for it ? 

Rejet. Why—Neatnefs, 1 think- 3 of 
little Uſe to a marry'd Woman, you know. 

Col. A Trifle, Madam! But when are we to 
come together ? 

Roſet. As ſoon as we can give Proof, that theſe 


| Ingredients are between us—In a few Years, perhaps. 


Col. If our Virtues ſhou'd ſtarve in that Time? 

Roſct. Pſhah You know nothing of the Mat- 
ter. Senſe will improve every Day And Love 
and good Breeding live an Age —if you don't 
marry 'em. But we'll have done with theſe 
Matters, for I can keep the Ball up no longer 
You did not ſay, Fidelia upbraided me ? 

Col. The very Reverſe— J was her only Affliction, 
ſhe ſaid, that you had Reaſon to think hardly of _ 
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Rofet. Poor Girl !—If you wou'd make Love to ; 
me with Succeſs, Colonel, po up theſe Perplexities 
——Oouppole I was to diſmiſs my Pride a little, and 


make her a Viſit with you? 


Col. Twou'd be a kind one. 
Roſet. Lead on then. For in ſpite of my Re- 
ſentments, I have no Heart to keep from her. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. Another Apariment. 


Enter Young Belmont, and Faddle. 


Bel. If this ſhou'd be Invention, Fadale? 
Fad. I tel! thee, I was behind the Screen, and 
heard every Syllable on't Why, I'll fay it to 
his Face, prithee. 
Bel. Whar, that he propos'd to take her into 
Keeping, and that ſhe conſented? 

Fad. Not in tho'e Words, Man- No, no, Sir 
Charles is a Gentleman of politer Elocution 
Pray, Child, ſays he, did young Belmont ever pro- 
poſe your removing from this Houſe?— No, Sir, 
ſays ſhe, but he has curs'd himſelf to Damnation 
for bringing me into it. ¶ Mimicking Sin Charles and 
Fidelia. ] Well, Child, ſays he, the Thing may be 
done to Night—Apartments are ready for you 
And then, in a lower Voice, he ſaid ſomething 
about Virtue, that I cou'd not very well hear— Bur 
And preſently— 
in Anſwer to a Whiſper of his, J heard her ſay, in 
a very pretty Manner, that ſhe thought it was too 
much for her——But what his Propoſals were, the 
Devil a Syllable cou'd ] hear. 

Bel. Ha! ha! Yonder he is, Faddle, and 
coming this Way — We muit not be ſeen together, 

Fad. For a little Sport, Charles, ſupfoſe | fling 
myſelf in his Way, and make Intereſt to be Com- 
mode to him, ha! 


Del. 
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A COMEDY. 47 


Bel. And get thy Noſe twiſted for thy Pains ? 
. Fad, Why, I can run, if I can't fight, prithee. 
Bel. Faith, I never doubted thee that Way—T'll 
to my Room then, and wait for thee. 
Fad. But leave the Door open, Charles. 
Bel. Ha! ha! ha!—You'll not be tedious, Sir? 
Exit. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Sir Charles. 
Fad. If the old Gentleman ſhou'd be in his Airs, 


tho'——— Servant, Servant, Sir Charles ! 
Sir Char, O, Sir !——- Mou are the man I was 
looking for. 
Fad. If I can be of any Service, Sir Charles — 
W hat—and ſo hah !—Faith, you're a fly one But 
you old Poachers have ſuch a Way with you! 
Why here has Charles been racking his Brains for 


Ways and Means, any Time theſe three Months — 
and juſt in the Nick, ſouſe comes me down the old 
Kite—and alack-a-day, poor Chick !—The Buſi- 


neſs is done. 5 
Sir Cha. Make yourſelf a little intelligible, Sir. 
Fad. And fo, I don't ſpeak plain, hah? Oh 
the little Rogue! There's more Beauty in the 
Veins of her Neck, than in a Landſcape of Claude 
and more Muſick in the Smack of her Lips, 


than in all Handel! 


S.r Cha. Let me underſtand you, Sir. 


Fad. Methinks *twas very laconic tho If 
Roſelta's Sulpicions grow violent, I have Apart- 


ments ready to receive you. [ Mimicking Sir Charles] 
But a Word in your Ear, old Gentleman 
Thoſe Apartments won't do. | 
Sir Cha, O, Sir! l begin to be a little in the 
Secrets 


D 4 | Fad, 
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Fad. Mighty quick of Apprehenſion, Faith!— 


And then the little Innocent! Still, Sir Charles, 

my Tears are all that I can thank you with; for 

this Goodnels 1s too much for me Mimicking Fi- 

delia] Upon my Soul, you have a great deal of 

Goodneſs, Sir Charles -a great deal of Good- 
eſs upon my Soul. 

Sir Cha. Why, now I underſtand you, Sir And 
as theſe Matters may require Time, for the ſake of 
Privacy, we'll ſhut this Door. [ Shuts the Door. 

Fad. Any other Time, Sir Charles ——But I am 
really fo hurry'd at preſent that Oh Lord. 

[Alide. 

Sir Cha. Why what does the Wretch tremble at? 

Broken Bones are to be ſet again, and thou 


may'ſt yet die in thy Bed. [takes bold of bim! 


You have been a Liſtener, Sir. 
Fad. Lord, Sir! - indeed, Sir! — Not I, Sir! 
Sir Cha. No Denial, Sir. | Shares him. 
Fad. Oh Si rel confeſs- I did liſten 
J did indeed, Sir. 


Sir Cha. Does your Memory furniſh you with any 


other Villainy of yours, that may ſave me the 1 rou- 
ble of an Explanation * 

Fad. I'll think, Sir— What the Devil ſhall 
I fay now! 0 Aſide. 

Sir Cha. Take Care !- For every Lie thou 
tell'ſt me, ſhall be ſcor'd ten fold upon thy Fleſh— 
Anſwer me How came Mr. Belmom's Siſter by 
that anonymous Letter? 

Fad. Letter, Sir? 

Sir Cha. Whence came it, I ſay? 

Fad. Is there no Remiſſion, Sir? 

Sir Cha. None, that thau can't deſerve 
Honeſty is not in thy Nature. 

Fad. If I contels? 

Sir Cha. Do ſo then, and truſt me, 


For. 


Fad, 


Death of me 


A fooliſh Prodigality makes thee needy— 
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ACUMED I... 49 
Fad. Yes and ſo be beat to Mummy by 
Charles If you won't tell him, Sir! 


Sir Cha. VN] hink on't. 
Fad, Why then, Sir 


But he'll certainly be the 


the Letter, and ſent it from the K:ng's- Arms. 

Sir Cha. Very well, Sir — And did you know 
to what Purpoſe it was ſent ? 

Fad. Yes, Sir—it was to alarm the Family againft 
Fidelia, chat Charles might get her into private Lodg- 
ings That was all, as I hope to be ſav'd, Sir. 

Sir Cha, Was it, Sir! And upon what Prin- 


ciples were you an Accomplice in this Villainy ? 


Fad. I was out of Money, Sir, and not over va- 
liant and Charles promis'd and threaten'd 
*I'was either a ſmall Purſe, or a great — 
And ſo I took one, to avoid t'other, Sir. 

Sir Cha. And what doſt thou deſerve for this? 
Fad. Pray, Sir, conſider my honeſt Confeſſion, 
and think me paid already, if you pleaſe, Sir, 


t was by his Contrivance, I wrote 


»* 


Sir Cha. For that thou art ſafe If thou woud'ſt 


continue ſo, avoid me — Be gone, I ſay. 
Fad. Yes, Sir and well off too, Faith. 
Aſide, and going. 


Sir Cha. Vet — thou art open to any 


Senſe of Shame, hear me. 
Fad, I will, Sir. 


Sir Cha. Thy Life is a | Diſgrace to Humanity— — 


Need 


makes thee vicious, and both make thee contemp- 
tible. Thy Wit is proſtituted to Slander and But- 
foonery - and thy Judgment, if thou haſt any, to 
Meanneſs and Villainy. Thy Betters that laugh 
with thee, laugh at thee—And who are they ?— 
1 he Fools of Quality at Court, and thoſe who ape 
em in the City The Varieties of thy Life are pi- 

tiful Rewards, and painful Abuſes For the ſame 
Trick, that gets thee a Guinea tO Day, ſhall ger 


tate 
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thee beaten out of Doors to Morrow—Thoſe, who 


careſs thee, are Enemies to themſelves and 


when they know it, will be fo to thee In thy 


Diftrefſes they'll deſert thee——and leave thee, at 
laſt, to fink in thy Poverty, unregarded and unpi- 


ty d If thou can'ſt be wiſe, think of me, and 


be honeſt, Ii. 

Tad. I'll endeavour it, Sir A molt exce]- 
lent Diſcourſe, Faith And mighty well there 
was not a larger Congregation—So, ſo!—I muſt 
be witty, with a Vengeance - What the Devil 
ſhall J ſay to Charles now? — And here he comes, 
like Foverty and the Plague, to deſtroy me at once 
Let me ſee! ——Ay-——As Truth has ſav'd 
me with one, I'll try what a little lying will do with 
t'other. 


SCENE iv. 
Enter Young Belmont. 


Ha! ha! ha!——Oh, the rareſt, Sport, Charles ! 
Bel. What Sport, prithee! ? 


Fad. 1 ſhall burſt!——Ha! ha! hal the 


old Gentleman has Iet me into all his Secrets. 

Bel. And, like a faithful Confident, you are go- 
ing to reveal 'em. 

"Fad. Not a Breath, Charles 
in Commiſſion, my Dear— 

Bel. So I ſuppoſe, indeed! 

Fad. Nay, Charles, if I tell thee a Lie, cut my 
Throat The ſhort of the Matter is The 
old Poacher, finding me in the Secret, thought it 
the wiſeſt Way to make a Confident of me And 


that's all. 


this very Moment, my Dear, I am upon the Wing 
to provide Lodgings for the Occaſion, 
Bel. If this ſhould be Apocryphal, as my Father 
ſays! 
ad. Goſpel every Syllable, as J hope to be fav'd 
Why, what in the Devil's Name, have ! to do, 
to 


Only that I am 
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COMEDY. I 


to be inventing Lies for thee ?——But here comes 
the old Gentleman again, Faith Oh the Devil! 
[Aide] Prithee, ſtroke him down a little, Charles 


if *tis only to ſee how awkward he takes it— 
I mult about the Lodgings—— Ha! ha! ha! 


But if ever I ſet Foot in this Houſe again, may a 
Horſe-pond be my Portion. Aide, and Exit. 


SCENE N. 


Enter Sir Charles, with a Letter in his Hand, 
ſpeaking to a Servant, 


Sir Cha. Bid him wait a little, and Ill attend 
him [Exit Servani, } What can this mean? 
Let me read it again, [ Reads. 

If the Intereſt of Sir Charles Raymond's Family 
be dear lo him, be will follow the Bearer, with the 


ſame Haſte, that he wou'd ſhun Ruin. 


That he wou'd ſhun Ruin!— This is ſtrange !— 


But be it as it will—I have another Concern, that : 


muſt take Place firſt. 


Bel. Sir Charles, your Great Any News, Sir? 
Only that a young 


Sir Cha. Not much, Sir 


Gentleman, of Honour and Condition, had intro- 
duc'd a virtuous Lady to his Family ; and when a 


worthleſs Fellow defam'd her Innocence, and robb'd 


her of her Quiet, he, who might have dry'd her 
Tears, and vindicated her Virtue, forſook her in 
her Injuries, to debauch his Mind, with the A ſſaſſin 
of her Reputation. 

Bel. If your Tale ends there, Sir, you have learnt 
but half on't For my Advices add, that a cer- 
tain elderly Gentleman, of Title and Fortune, pity- 
ing the forlorn Circumſtances of the Lady, has of- 
fer'd her Terms of Friendſhip and Accommodation 
And, this Night, ſhe bids Farewel to Maiden- 
hood and a Female Bedfellow in private Apart- 
ments, 
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curb this impetuous Spirit of yours 
be tempted to teach you Manners, in a Method diſ- 
agreeable to you. 
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Sir Cha. You treat me lightly, Mr. Belmont. 
Bel. You uſe me roughly, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. How, Sir? 

Bel. In the Perſon of Fidelia. 

Sir Cha, Make it appear, and you ſhall find me 


Bel. Twou'd be Time loſt and I can em- 
ploy it to Advantage——But remember, Sir, that 
this Houſe is another's, not your That Fidelia 
is under my Direction, not yours and that my 
Will muſt determine her Removal, not yours. 

Sir Cha. Is ſhe your Slave, Sir? to bear the 
Burden of your Inſults, without complaining, or 
the Right of chuſing another Maſter ? 

Bel. And who ſhall be that Maſter ? You, 
Sir? The poor Bird, that wou'd eſcape the Kite, 
is like to find warm Protection from the Fox, 

Sir Cha. Prithee, think me a Man, and treat me 
as ſuch. 


Bel. As the Man 1 have found you, Sir Charles— 
Your grave Deportment, and Honelly of Heart are 
Covers only for Wantonneſs and Deſign 
preach up Temperance and Sobriety to Youth, to 


You 


monopolize, in Age, the Vices you are unfit for. 
Sir Cha. Hark you, young Man !- 


or [ ſhall 


Bel. Learn 'em firſt yourſelf, Sir 
Fidelia is inſulted by me—— How is it made out? 


Why, truly, I wou'd poſſeſs her without Mar- 
I wou'd ſo— Marriage is the Thing I 


riage! 
wou' d avoid —— Tis the Trick of Prieſts, to make 
Men miſerable, and Women inſolent [ have 
dealt plainly, and told lier ſo 
much ? No. You wear the Face of Honeſty, 
to quiet her Fears—— that when your Blood boils, 
and Security has ſtolen away her Guard, you may 


ruſh 
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You muſt. 


You ſay, 


Have you ſaid as 
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ruſh at Midnight upon her Beauties, and do the 
Ravage, you are ſworn to protect her from. 

Sir Cha. Hold, Sir! 
beyond the Limits of my Patience——And I muſt 
tell you, young Man, that the Obligations I owe 
your Father, demand no Returns that Manhood 
mult bluſh to make Therefore hold, I ſay —— 
For J have a Sword to do me Juſtice, tho” it ſhou'd 
leave my deareſt Friend childleſs. 

Bel. I fear it not. 

Sir Cha. Better tempt it not—for your Fears 
may come too late—You have dealt openly with 
Fidelia, you ſay —— —Deal ſo for once with me; 
and tell me, whence came that vile Scroll to Roſetta 
this Afternoon ? 


Bel. It ſeems then, 1 wrote it Fou dare not 
think ſo. 


Sir Cha, J dare ſpeak, as vell as think, where 


Honour directs me. 

Bel. You are my Accuſer then? 

Sir Cha. When I become fo, I ſhall take OY 
Mr. Belmont, that the Proof waits upon the Accu- 
ſation. 

Bel. I diſdain the Thought. 

Sir Cha. Better have diſdain'd the Deed. 

Bel. I do both and him that ſuſpects me. 

Sir Cha, Away | You fear him that ſuſpects 


you, and have diſdain'd neither the Thought, nor 


the Deed. 

Bel. How, Sir! TD 

Sir Cha. Put up your Sword, young Man 
and uſe it in a better Cauſe — This is a vile one — 
And now you ſhall be as (till thro' Shame, as you 
have been loud thro? Pride You ſhou'd have 
known, that Cowards are unfit for Secrets. 

Bel. And if I had, Sir? 

Sir Cha. Why then, Sir, you had not employ'd 

ſuch 


You have driven me 
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fach a Wretch as Faddle, to write that Letter to 
Roſetta. 


Bel. The Villain has betray'd me But I'll 


be ſure on*t. [Aide] He dat not ſay I did. 

Sir Cha. You ſhou'd rather have built your In- 
nocence upon the Probability of his unſaying it,— 
For the ſame Fear, that made him confeſs to me, 
may make him deny every Syllable to you. 

Bel. What has he confeſs'd, Sir ? 


Sir Cha. That to Day, at Dinner, you prompted 
the Letter that he wrote. 


the Diſmiſſon, to prepare her Ruin in private 


Lodgings. Was this your open Behaviour, 
Sir! 


Bel. Go on with your Upbraidings, Sir — 


Speak to me as you will and think of me as 


vou will——1 have deſerv'd Shame, and am taught 
Patience. 


Sir Cba. Was this well done b her In- 


nocence, and her undiſſembled Love deſerve this 
Treatment? 


Bel. Proceed, Sir. 
Sir Cha. No, Sir 


have done If you have 


Senſe of your paſt Conduct, you want not Humani- 


ty to heal the Wounds it has given Something 
muſt be done, and ſpeedily. | 

Bel. What Reparation can I make her? 

Sir Cha. Dry up her Tears, by an immediate 
Acknowledgment of her Wrongs. 

Bel. 1 wou'd do more. 


Sir Cha. Bid her farewell then, and conſent ts 
her Removal. 

Bel. J cannot, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Her Peace demands it— 


But we'll 
talk of that hereafter 


That your Deſign 
was, by villify ing Fidelia, to get her diſmiſs'd, and 


If you have Honour, go 
and do her Juſtice, and undeceive your abuſed Siſ- 
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A COMEDY. 


| ter——- Who waits there Indeed, you h. 


been to blame, Mr. Belmont. 


Enter Servant, 
Show me to the Bearer of this Letter, 


[ Exit with the Servant. 


Bel. Why, what a Thing am I! But *tis the 


Trick of Vice to pay her Votaries with Shame 


And I am rewarded amply!—To be a Fool's Fool 
too!—To link myſelf in Villainy, with a Wretch, 


below the Notice of a Man!—And to be out-wit- 
ted by him! —So!—ſo!- 


I may have abus'd Sir 
Charles too — Let me think a little I'll to 


Fidelia inſtantly, and tell her what a Rogue I have 


been 


But will that be Reparation? I know 


but of one Way.—and there my Pride ſtops me 


And then I loſe her—— Worle and worſe! 
VII think no more on't but away to her Cham 
ber, and bid her think for me. [ Exit. 


ACT V. Scene continues. 


Enter Sir Roger . Servant. Sir Roger with a 
ter in kis Hand. 


'ERY fine Doings indeed But 


PII teach the Dog to play his Tricks 
upon his Father !- 


looſe in his Family, than a Town-Rake — Where 


Sir Ro. 


is Sir Charles, 1 lay! 


Serv. This Moment come in, Sir. 
Sir Ro. And why did not you ſay ſo, Block- 


head? Tell him, I muſt ſpeak with him this 


Serv. 


A Man had better let a Lion 


aid this Morning 


There's a Piece of Work for you! 
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JJerv, The Servant ſays, he waits for an Anſwer 
that Letter, Sir. 
vir Ro. Do as I bid you, Raſcal, and let him 
wart, Fly, I fay. [ Exit Servant. 
The riotous young Dog ! To bring his 
Harlots home with him !- But 1'I] out with 
the Baggage. 


SCENE HI. 
Enter Sir Charles. 


Oh, Sir Charles !—— Tis every Word as we 
The Boy has ſtolen her 
and I am to be ruin'd by a Law-Suir. 
Sir Cha. A Law-Suit !——With whom, Sir? 
Sir Ro. Read, read, read [ Gives the Letter, 
Sir Cha, [ Reads, ] 


r Am Guardian to that Fidelia, whom your Son has 

ſtolen from me, and you unjuſtly detain, If you 
Pt her to me, the Law ſhall right me. I wait 
your Anſwer by the Bearer, io aſſert my Claim in 
the Perſon of 


GEORGE 3 


Why then my Doubts are at an End ! ——But I 


muſt conceal my Tranſports——and wear a Face 


of Coolneſs, while my Heart overflows with Paſ- 
ion! Alide. 

Sir Ro. What, not a Word, Sir Charles?“ 
And fo I 


am to be ruin'd ! 
Sir Cha, Do you know this Villiard, Sir Ro- 
ger? 5 

Sir Ro. Whether I do or not, Sir, the Slut ſhall 
go to him, this Moment. 


Su. 


be heard, Sir 


Object of your Hatred. 
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Sir Cha. Hold a little. This Gentleman muſt 
and, if his Claim be good, the 


Lady reſtor'd. 
Sir Ro. Why e'en let her go as it is, Sir Charles. 
Sir Cha. That wou'd be too haſty Go in with 
me, Sir, and we'll conſider how to write to him. 
Sir Ro, Well, well, well I wiſh ſhe was 
gone tho”. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Another Apartment. 


Enter Yeung Belmont and Fidelia. 


Bel. Aſk me not why I did it, but forgive me. 
Fid. No, Sir——'tis impoſſible — I have a 
Mind, Mr. Belmont, above the Wretchedneſs of 
my Fortunes and, helpleſs as I am, I can feel 


in this Breaſt, a Senſe of Fucks, and Spirit to re- 
ſent em. 


Bel. Nay, but hear me, Fidelia! 
Fid. Was it not enough to deſert me in my Diſ- 
treſſes? To deny me the poor Requeſt I made 


you? gut mult you own yourſelf the Contriver 
of that Letter ? 


'Tis inſupportable! If I 
conſented to aſſume a Rank that belong d not to 
me my Heart went not with the Deceit 
You wou'd have it fo, and I comply'd— 2 
Shame enough, that J had deceiv'd your Siſter 
It needed not, that I ſhou'd bring a Proſtitute to 


her Friendſhip— This was too much co 
much, Mr. Belmont]! N 


Bel. Yet hear me, I ſay! 
Fid. And then, to . me to the Malice of that 
Wretch! To have my ſuppos'd Infamy the 
Tavern Jeſt of his licentious Companions ! —I 
never flatter'd myſelf, Mr. Bel-ont, with your Love 


— hut knew not, till now, that 1 have been the 


E | Bel, 
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Bel. My hatred! But I have deſerv'd your 
hardeſt Thoughts of me——And yet, believe me, 
Fidelia, when I us'd you worſt, I lov'd you moſt. 


— ongy — — — BE U _ 
CO es OI — — 1 —— 
- 
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5 Fid. Call it by another Name for Love 

[| delights in Acts of Kindneſs Were your's ſuch, 

ll. Sir? —- And yet muſt I forget all For I owe S 

ll you more than Injuries can cancel, or Gratitude 3 

if "RF... 2 
l Bel. Generous Creature! 


This is to be ami- FI 
able indeed |. But muſt we part, Fidelia? ; 
Jed. 1 have relolv'd it, Sir, and you muſt yield 5 
to it. #2 

Bel. Never, my ſweet Obſtinate! 

Fid. That I have lov'd you, *tis my Pride to ac- 
knowledge But hat muſt be forgot 
And the hard Taſk remains, to drive che Paſſion 
from my Breaſt, while I cheriſh the Memory of 
5 your humane Offices. This Day then mal be 
i the laſt of our Meeting Painful, tho' it may be 
yet your own, mine, and tne Family's Peace 
requires it Heaven, in my Diſtreſſes, has not 
left me deſtitute of a Friend or if it had, I can 
find one in my Innocence, to make even Poverty 
ſupportable. 

Bel. You have touch'd me, Fidelia 
Heart yields to your Virtues Here then Jet my 
Follies have an End — and thus Jet me receive 
you, as the everlaſting Partner of my Heart and 
Fortune. [ Offers to embrace her. 

Eid. No, Sir J he Conduct that has hitherto 
ſecur'd my own Honour, ſhall protect yours — 
have been the innocent Diſturber of your Family— 
but never will conſent to load it with Diſgrace. 

Bel. Nor can it be diſgrac'd I mean to ho- 
nour it, Fidelia You mult comply! 

Fid. And repay Generoſity with Ruin !—— No, 
Mr. Belmont can forego Happineſs, but never 
can conſent to make another miſerable, 


and my 


— 
. 
— — — 


— 
© oe — —ͤů Anon Ra 


— or ay er us — — — — —— 
F 
— 90 — — 


4 — a 


Bel. 


o 
* 
3 
{<8 
+3 
x 
5 
_— 
"7 
2 
— 
2 
25 
5 7 
28 
ES 
* 
12 
_ 
1 
1 
8 
% 
1 


A COME P F. 59 
Bel. When I repent, Fidelia!—But ſee where my 


Siſter « comes, to be an Advocate for my Waiſhes/ 


. 
Enter Roſetta, 


Roſet. Oh, Sir, you are found! You have 
done nobly indeed! But your Theſts are diſco- 
ver'd, Sir. This Lady's Guardian has a Wo.d 
or two for you. 

Bel. Her Guardian. Upon my Life, Fidelia, 
Villiard !——He comes as I cou'd wiſh him. 

Roſet. Say ſo when you have aniwer'd him, Bro- 
ther——Am I to loſe you at laſt then, Fidelia — 


And yet my Hopes flatter me, that this too, as well 


as the Letter, is Deceit May I think fo, Fidelia? 


Fid. As truly as of your own Goodneſs, Roſetta 


Your Brother will tel] you all —-Oh, he has 
kde me miſerable by his Generoſity! 

Bel. This pretended Guardian, Siſter, is a vit 
lain, and Fidelia the moſt abus'd of Women 


Bounteous he has been indeed — but to his Vices, 
not his Virtues, ſhe ſtands indebted for the beſt of 


Educations——- The Story will amaze you 
At twelve Years old 
_ Roſet. He's here, Brother 


an! with him, my 


Papa, Sir Charles, and the Colonel—N ow, Fidelia! 


SCENE V. 


Enter Sir Roger, Sir Charles, the Colonel and 
Villtard. 


Sir Cha. If that be the Lady, Ir. Villiard, and 


your Claim as you pretend, Sir Ko, ger has told you, 


ſhe ſhall be reſtor'd, Sir. 


Sir Ro, Yes, Sir——and your Claim as you 


pretend, 
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Vill. *Tis well, Madam, I have found you 
[Going to Fidelia This, Gentlemen, is the La- 
dy——And this, the Robber who ſtole her from 
me. | Pointing to Belmont] By Violence, and 
at Midnight he ſtole her. 

Bel. Stole her, Sir ? 

Vill. By Violence, and at Midnight, I fay— 

Bel. You ſhall be heard, Sir. 

Vil. Ay, Sir, and fatisfy*d 
tlemen, to demand my Ward. 

Sir Cha. Give us Proofs, Sir, and you ſhall have 
Juſtice. 

Vill. Demand *em there, Sir. [Pointing to Bel- 
mont and Fidelia] I have told you, I am robb'd — 
If you deny me Juſtice, the Law ſhal! force it. 

bir Cha, A little Patience, Sir. | 70 Vilhard] Do 
yo u know this Gentleman, Fidelia? 

Fid. Too well, Sir! 

Sir Cba. By what Means, Sir, did you become 
her Guardia. to Villard: 

Vill. By the Will of her who bore her, Sir. 

Sir Cha. How will you reply to this, Fidelia? 

Fid. With Truth and Boreſty, Sir. 

Bel. Let him proceed, Madam. 

Vill. Ay, Sir —— Lo your Part of the Story 


Tho” both are practis'd in a damn'd Fallhood, to 


confront me. 
Bel. Falſhood !—But I am codl, Sir— Proceed, 
Vill. My Doors were broke open at Midnight by 


this Gentleman; [ Pointing to Belmont. ] myſelf 


wounded, and Fidelia raviſh'd from me He ran 

off with her in his Arms—— Nor, 'till this Morning, 

in a Coach, which brought her hither, have my 
Eyes ever beheld her. 

Sir Ro. A very fine Buſineſs, truly, youre Man! 

[To Belmont. 

Fid. He has abus'd you, Sir Mr. Helmond is 


noble | | | 4 
| —— Bel. 


I ſtand here, Gen- 


* 


[So 8 Roger] 
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Bel. No Matter, Fidelia—— Well, Sir !—You 

have been robb'd, you ſay? [To Villard, 
Fill. And will have Juſtice, Sir. 

Bel. Take it from this Hand then. [ Drawinz, 

Sir Cha. Hold, Sir! This is adding Inſult to 


Injuries —— Fidelia muſt be reſtor'd, Sir. 


Sir Ro. Ay, Sir Fidelia muſt be reſtor'd. 

Fid, But not to Him Hear but my Story—and 
if 1 deceive you, let your Friendſhip forſake me 
He bought me, Gentlemen—tor the worlt of Pur— 
poſes, he bought me of che worſt of Women A 
thouſand Times has he confeſs'd it, and as often 
pleaded his Right of Purchaſe to undo me— W hole 
Years have I endured his brutal Solicitations — till 
tir'd wich Entreaties, he had Recourle to Violence— 
The Scene was laid—and I had been ruin*d beyond 


Redreſs—had not my Cries brought the generous 
Mr. Belmont to my Reliet: 
paſſing by - and alarm'd, at Midnight, with a Wo- 
man's Shrieks, he forc'd open the Door, and ſav'd 


—He was accidentally 


me from Deſtruction. 
Sir Cha, How will you anſwer this, Sir? 
[To Villiard. 
Vill, Tis falſe, Sir - That Woman was her Nurſe. 
Theſe Hands deliver'd her to her Care. 
Fid. Alas, Gentlemen!—She tound me a helpleſs 
Infant at her oor—So ſhe has always told me— 
and at twelve Years o!d. betray'd me to that Mon- 
ſter—-Search out the Woman, if ſhe be alive, and 
let me be confronted. 
Sir Ro. If this be true, Sir Charles, I ſhall bleſs 
myſelf as long as I live, for getting my Boy. ¶M cep. 
Vill. *Tis falſe, 1 ſay—A damn'd Contrivance to 
eſcape me ſtand 40 Sir, to demand my Ward. 
Deny her to me at your peril. 
Bel. He ſhall have my Life as ſoon. 
Vill. Hark you, Sir. [To Sir Ro.] There are 
E 3 Things 


at Midnight he ſtole her. 
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Vill. *Tis well, Madam, I have found you 
[Going to Fidelia This, Gentlemen, is the La- 
dy And this, the Robber who ſtole her from 

Pointing to Belmont] By Violence, and 


Bel. Stole her, Sir ? 

Vill. By Violence, and at Midnight, I fay—— 

Bel. You ſhall be heard, Sir. 

Vil. Ay, Sir, and ſatisfy'd- 
tlemen, to demand my Ward. 

Sir Cba. Give us Proofs, Sir, and you ſhall have 
Juſtice. 

Vill. Demand em there, Sir. [Pointing to Bel- 
mont and Fidelia] I have told you, I am robb'd— 
If you deny me Juſtice, the Law ſhal! force it. 

87 Cha, A little Patience, Sir. | zo Villiard] Do 


I ſtand here, Gen- 


you know this Gentleman, Fidelia? 


Fid. Too well, Sir! 5 
Sir Cha. By what Means, Sir, did you become 
her Guardian, % Villiard. 

Vill. By the Will of her who bore her, Sir. 

Sir Cha. How will you reply to this, Fidelia? 

Fig. With Truth and Hocefty, Sir, 

Bel. Let him proceed, Madam. 

Vill. Ay, Sir —— Ho your Part of the Story 
Tho' both are practis'd in a damn'd Falſhood, to 
confront me. 

Bel. Falſhood l- But I am codl, Sir Proceed. 

Vill. My Doors were broke open at Midnight by 
this Gentleman; [ Pointing to Belmont.] myſelf 
wounded, and Fidelia raviſh'd from me He ran 
off with her in his Arms Nor, *till this Morning, 
in a Coach, which brought her hither, have my 
Eyes ever beheld her. 

Sir Ro. A very fine Buſineſs, truly, young Man! 

[To Belmont. 

Fid. He has abus'd you, Sir Mr. Belmont is 


noble 4 
_ Bel. 
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Bel. No Matter, Fidelia—— Well, Sir !—You 
have been robb'd, you ſay? [To Villard. 
Vill. And will have Juſtice, Sir. 
Bel. Take it from this Hand then. [Drawinz, 
Sir Cha. Hold, Sir! This is adding Inſult to 
Injuries — — Fidelia muſt be reſtor'd, Sir. 
Sir Ro. Ay, Sir Fidelia muſt be reſtor'd. 
Fid, But not to Him! Hear but my Story—and 
if I deceive you, let your Friendſhip forſake me. 
He bought me, Gentlemen—tor the worlt of Pur- 
poſes, he bought me of the worſt of Women —— A 
thouſand Times has he confeſs'd it, and as often 
pleaded his Right of Purchaſe to undo me— W hole 
Years have I endured his brutal Solicitations — till 
tir d wich Entreaties, he had Recourſe to Violence— 
The Scene was laid—and I had been ruin'd beyond 
Redreſs—had not my Cries brought the generous 
Mr. Belmont to my Relief He was accidentally 
paſſing by—and alarm'd, at Midnight, with a Wo- 
man's Shrieks, he forc'd open the Door, and ſav'd 
me from Deſtruction. 
Sir Cha. How will you anſwer this, Sir ? 
[To Villard, 
Vill *Tis falſe, Sir That Woman was her Nurſe. 
Theſe Hands deliver'd her to her Care. 
Fid. Alas, Gentlemen! She found me a helpleſs 8 
Infant at her DOOr— So ſhe has always told me — 
and at twelve Years old. betray'd me to that Mon- 
ſter Search out the Woman, if ſhe be alive, and 
let me be confronted. 
Sir Ro. If this be true, Sir Charles, T ſhall bleſs 
myſelf as long as I live, for getting my Boy. [//cepe. 
Vill. *Tis falſe, | ſay—A damn'd Contrivance to 
eſcape mel ſtand here, Sir, to demand my Ward. 
[89 Sir Roger] Deny her to me at your peril. 
Bel. He ſhall have my Lite as ſoon. 
} ill. Hark you, Sir. {To Sir Ro.] There are 
E 3 Things 
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Things, call'd Laws, to do Right to the Injured— 
My Appeal ſhall be to them. 

Sir Cha, That Woman muſt be produc'd, Sir. 


[To Villiard. 
Vill. And ſhall, Sir, in a Court of Juſtice 


Till then, Ma- 


Bel. Take Care that you are ſo, Sir, when we 
have Occaſion to call upon you——You ſhall have 
Juſtice. 
Vill. And will, Sir, in Defiance of you. [Exit. 

Sir Cha. Fear not, Fidelia We . and 


will protect you. 


Roſet. My ſweet Girl!——Bur whence c came the 
Letter this Afternoon? 

Bel. Twas I that wrote it. 

Roſet. Oh, monſtrous And could you be that 
Wretch, Brother? 

Bel. And will atone for it, by the only Recom- 
pence that's left me. | 

Sir Ro. And what Recompence will you make 
her, hah, Rogue ? 


Bel. I have injured her, Sir——and muſt do her 


Juſtice——If you wou'd retrieve my Honour, or 


promote my Happineſs, give me your Conſent, Sir, 
to make her your Daughter 

Roſet, Why that's my W Now I am 
ſure ſhe $ innocent!——And fo you will Papa! 

Sir Ro. But poſitively, I will not, Child 
Marry her indeed! — What, without a Shilling !— 
And be ruin'd by Villiard into the Bargain !——If 
your Story be true, Fidelia, you ſhall be provided 
for——But no marrying, d'ye hear, Child? . 

Fid. You need not doubt me, Sir. 

Sir Ro. Why that's well faid, Fidelia. 

Roſet. And deſerves Reward, Sir——Pray, Sir 
Charles, let us have your Thoughts upon this Mat- 
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too little to beſtow 


A COMEDY. 6; 


Sir Cha. Your Brother's Propoſal, Madam, and 


Fidelia's Denial, are as generous, as your Father's 


 Peierminarion is juſt, 


Bel | expected as much, Sir. 

Sr Cha My pinion was aſk'd, Sir. 

Bel. And you have given it [ thank you, Sir, 

Sir Cha Think of Hilliard, Mr. Belmont —— 
His Claim may be renew'd, Sir. 


Bel. F del a bas deceiv'd you then != You 
think otherwiſe, Sir Charles. 
Col. My wife upon her Innocence! And 


where the Fortune, on one Side, is more than ſuf- 
ficient, how light is all Addition to it, compar'd to 
the Poſſeſſion of Her one loves! 
happy in Roſetta, [To Sir Roger] and give her 


Fortune to Fidelia, to make her an Object worthy 
of your Son. 


Roſet. There's a Colonel for you!. What 
ſays my ſweet Fidelia? 
F.. ] intended to be ſilent, Madam But *tis 


now my Duty to ſpeak— 


You have been my De- 


liverer, Sir, from the work of Evils. [Ty Belmont! 
And now wou'd nobly augment the firſt Obligation, 


by a Generolity, too mighty for Acknowledginent 
If I had the Wealth of Worlds. it wou'd be 


am, my Heart may break, but never ſhall con- 
ſent to make my Benefactor a Venitent to his Vir- 
tes. 

Sir Cha. Tis nobly ſaid, Fidelia! And now, 
Mr. Belmont, our Diſputes will ſoon be at an End 
-You have this Day, Sir, reproach'd me often 


am. 
Bel. If J have err'd, Sir 
Sir Cha. Interrupt me not, but hear me 
have watch'd your Follies with Concern ; and 'tis 


E 4 with 


Let me, Sir, be 


But poor and friendleſs as 1 


——]t remains now, that you ſhould know me as 1 


1 | 
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with equal Pleaſure, I congratulate your Return to 
Honour——lIFf I have oppos'd your generous Incli- 
nations, it was only to give them Strength I am 


now a Suppliant to your Father, for the Happineſs 
you deſire. 


Bel. This is noble, Sir Charles] 


Sir Cha. And to make Videlia worthy of his Son, 
a Fortune ſhall be added, cqual to his warmeſt Ex- 


pectations. 

Sir Ro. Why ay, Sir Charles l- 
made out, and I ſhall have no Oe on 

Fid, What mean you, Sir? [To Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. A Minute more, and my ſweet Girl ſhall 
be inſtructed Lou have often told me, Sir, [To 
Belmont] that | had an Inger in this lovely Crea- 
ture l have an Intereſt! An Intereſt, that 
you ſhall allow me [——My Heart doats upon 


her! Oh, I can hold no longer! —— My Daugh- 
ter my Daughter! 


[Running to Fidelia, and embracing ber. 


Fid Your Daughter, Sir ! 

Sir Cha. Oh, my ſweet Child !- 
r. Belmont, my Son | 
theſe Tears! Fidelia is my Daughter! 

Col. Is't poſſible? 

Sir Cha. Let not Exceſs of Wonder over- power 
you, Fidelia For have a Tale to tell, that will 
exceed Belief, 

Fid. Oh, Sir! 

Sir Cha, Upbraid me not, that I have kept it a 
Moment from your Knowledge Twas a hard 


Sir Roger! 


Trial !——and while my Tongue was taught Diſſi- 


mulation, my Heart bled for a Child's Diſtreſſes. 


Bel. Torture us not, Sir but explain this 
Wonder! 


Sir Cha. My Tears muſt 3 their Way firſt 
O my Child er Child. [Turning 10 Sir 


Roger 


Let that be 


N 


Theſe Tears 


— — — — 


jd 
* 
4 


pos'd, my Life ! 
and your Tranſports ſhall have a Looſe 
Proceed, Sir! 


never learn 
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Roger and the reſt! Know then That wicked 
Woman, ſo often mention'd, was my Fidelia's Go- 
vernante—— When 
into Baniſhment——T left her an Infant to her Care 
o ſecure ſome Jewels of Value, 1 had lodg'd 


with her, ſhe became the Woman you have heard 


My Child was taught to believe ſhe was a 
Foundling——Her Name of Harriet chang'd to 
Fidelia——and to leſſen my Solicitude for the Theft, 
a Letter was diſpatch'd to Me in France, that my 
Infant Daughter had no longer a Being Thus 
was the Father robb'd of his Child, and the Brother 
taught to believe he had no Siſter ! 
Fid. Am] that Siſter, and that Daughter 
Oh Heavens! [ Kneels, 
Bel. [R on to her, and raifing her] Be com- 
A Moment's Attention more 


Sir Cha. Where ſhe withdrew herſelf, I cou'd 
At twelve Years old, ſhe fold her, 
as you have heard and never, "ill Yeſterday, 
made Enquiry about her Twas then, that a 
ſudden Fir of Sickneſs brought her to Repentance 
—She ſent for Yilliard—who told her minutely 
what had happen'd—— The Knowledge of her De- 
liverance gave her ſome Conſolation——But more 
was to be done yet——She had Information of my 

Pardon and Return-—and i ignorant of my Child's 

Deliverer, or the Place of her Conveyance, ſhe at 


laſt determin'd to unburden herſelf to me — A 


Letter was brought to me this Afternoon, conjuring 


me to follow the Bearer with the ſame Haſte that I 
wou'd ſhun Ruin 


Fid. Oh, my Heart! 


My Father! [| Kneels] 


Have I at laſt found youl—— And were all my Sor- 
rows 


miſtaken Zeal drove me 


I did follow him—and re- 


ceiv'd from this wretched Woman the Story I have 
told you. 
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rows paſt, meant only to endear the preſent Tranſ- 
port Tis too much for me 


Ser Cha. Riſe, my Child! 


-To find thee thus 


virtuous, in the Midſt of Temptations, and thus 


lovely, in the Midſt of Poverty and Diſtrets !—— 


After an Abſence of eighteen melancholy Years, 


when imaginary Death had torn thee from my 
Hopes To find thee thus unexpected, and thus 


amiable is Happineſs that the uninterrupted 


Enjoyment of the faireſt Life never equal'd ! 

Lid. What muſt be mine then!——Have I a 
Brother too! [Turning to "oy Colonel] Ch my kind 
Fortune! 

Col. My Siſter ! [Embracing her. 

Fid. Still there is a dearer Claim than all 
and now I can acknowledge it wy Deliverer|— 
Bel. And Huſband, Fidelia! Let me re- 
ceive you, as the richeſt Gift of Fortune! 


| Catching her in his Arms, 
Reſet. My g generous Girl ! 'The Pride of your 


Alliance is my utmoſt Boaſt, as it is my Brother 8 


HFappineſs. 
Sir Ro. I have a Right in her 1 now 
you are my Daughter, Fidelia. [Kiſſes ber. 


Fid. J had forgot, Sir If you will receive me 
as ſuch, you wal find my Grathiade 1 in my Obedi- 
bee, 

Sir Cha. Take her, Mr. Belmont, and protect the 


Virtue you have try'd. Joining their Hands. 
Bel. The Study of my Life, Sir, ſhall & be to de- 
ſerve her. 
Fid. Oh, Roſetta !-— Yet till it remains with 


you, to make this Day's Happineſs compicat [ 
have a Brother that loves you. 


Koſet. 1 wou'd be Pidelia's Siſter every Way !— 
So take me, while I am warm, Colonel! 
[ Giving him her Hand. 
Col, 
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Col. And when we repent, Raſetta, let the next 
Minute end us. 

Roſet, With all my Heart 

Fid. Now, ' Roſetta, we are doubly Siſters ! 

Sir Cha. And may your Lives and your Affec- 
tions know an End together, 
Bel. [Taking Fidelia by tbe Hand] And now, Fi- 
delia, what you have made me, take me — a 
Convert to Honour! I have at laſt learnt, that Cuſ- 
tom can be no Authority for Vice; and however 
the miſtaken World may judge, He who ſolicits 
Pleaſure, at the Expence of Innocence, i5 the vileſt 
of Betrayers. 


Yet ſavage Man, the wildeſt Beaſt of Prey, 
Aſſumes the Face of Kindneſs to betray; © 
His Giant Strength againſt the Weak employs, 
And Woman, whom he ſhou'd protect, deſtroys, 
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Happy that Bard! 


EPILOGUE. 
Written by Mr. G AR RICK. 


74 Know, you all expect, from ſeeing Me, 
An Epilogue, of Hricteſt Purity; 
Some formal Lecture, ſpoke with prudiſh Face, 


To ſhew our preſent joking, gigling Race, 
True Foy cenfiſts in Gravity and Grace ! 
But by am J, for ever made the Tool, 


Of every ſqueamiſh, moralizing Fol? 
Condemw'd to Sorrow all my Life, muſt I 
Neer make you laugh, becauſe I make you cry? 


Madam (ſay they) your Face derctes your Heart, 


is Your's to melt us in the mournful Part. 
So from the Looks, our Hearts they prudiſb deem! 
Alas, poor Souls !-———we are not what we ſeem ! 
The” Prudence oft our Inclinalion ſmothers, 

We grave Ones love a Foke——as well as Others. 
From ſuch dull Stuff, what Profit can you reap ? 
You crjy—'Tis very fine, —(Yawns) and fall aſicep. 
Bleſt with uncommon Art, 
Whoſe Wit can chear, and not corrupt the Heart! 
Happy that Play'r, whoſe Skill can chaſe the Spleen, 
And leave no worſe Inbabitant within. 

Mongſt Friends, our Author is a modeſt Man, 
But wicked Wits will cavil at his Plan. 

Damn it (ſays one) this Stuff will n-yer paſs, 
The Girl wants Nature, and the Rake's an Aſs. 
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Had I, like Belmont, heard a Damſel's Cries, 


I wou'd bave pink'd her Keeper, ſeix d the Prize, 


Whipt to a Coach, not valu'd Tears a Fardin, 

But drove away like Smote to Covent · Garden; 

There to ſome Houſe convenient wou'd have carry d he, 

And tben— dear Soul !—the Devil ſhou'd have mar- 
ried ber. 

But this our Author thought too bard upon ber; 


Beſides, bis Spark, forſeoth, muſt bave ſame Honour: 


The FocPs a Fabuliſt ! 


and deals in Fiction; 


Or he had giv'n him Vice——without Reſtriction. 
_ Of Fable, all his Characters, partake, 


Sir Charles is virtuous —— and for Virtue's Sate; 

Nor vain, nor bluſt ring is the Soldier writ, 

His Rake has Conſcience, Modeſty, and Wit. 

The Ladies too - oddly they appear 

His Prude is chaſte, and his Coquet ſincere : 

In foert, ſo firange a Group nz'er trod the Stage, 

At once to pleaſe, and ſatirize the Ae! 

For You, ye Fair, his Muſe has chiefly ſung, 

"Tis 2 ou, have touch'd bis Heart, and tun'd bis 
„ TOBPMES- -- 

The Sex's Champion, let the Sex defend, 

A ſeothing Poet is a charming Friend: 


Your Favours, here beſtow'd, will meet Reward, 


So as You love dear Flatt'ry—— ſave your Bard, 
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Independent Patriot, Wy 
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PLAYS Ocravo, at 18. 6d. each; 


RT and Nature, by the Rev.] 
Mr. Miller, 
Athelwold, by A. Hill, Eſq 
Alzira, by A, Hill. 
Corniſh Squire, by Sir J. Vanbrugh. 
Cz lia, or Perjur'd Lover, by C. John- 


fon, 
Cymbeline, by Hawkins. 
Diſſembled Wanton, by Welſted. 


Double Falſhood, or Diſtreſſed Lovers, 
by Shakeſpear. 

Elfrid, or the Fair Inconſtant, by A. 
Hill, Eſq; 

Fall of Mortimer, 

Fate of Villainy, by Mr, Walker. 

Faſhionable Lady, by Mr. Ralph, 

Fatal Viſion, by A. Hill. 

Guardian Outwitted, a Comic Opera, 
by Dr. Arne. 

General Lover, by Miſs Moſs. 


. Humours of Oxford, by Mr, Miller. 
Highland Fair, by Mr, Mitchell. 


Henry V. or Conqueſt of France, by 
A. Hill, 

Henry VIII. by Mr. Grove, with 

Cuts. 

Inſol vent, or Filial Piety, by A. Hill, 

Lynch, 

Eſaq; 


| 


| 


Lover, by Theophilus Cibber- 


Love in a Village, a Comic Opera, by 


J. Bickerſtaffe, Eiq 
Modiſh Couple, by C. Budens, Eſq; 
Mahomet, by the Rev. Mr. Miller. 
Maid of the Mill, a Comic Opera, 
by J. Bickerſtaffe, Eſq; 
Minor, by Samuel Foote, Eſq; 
Mother-in-Law, by Mr, Miller, 
Momus turned Fabuliſt, with Muſic, 
Man of Taſte, by Mr. Miller. 
Midas, a Comic Opera. 
Oliver Cromwell, by Mr, Green, 
Prodigal, by T. Odell, Eſq; 
Papal Tyranny, or King John, by 
C. Cibber, Eſq; 


Periander, by Tracy Atkins, Eſq; 


Roman Revenge, by A. Hill. 

Scanderbeg, by Mr, Havard, 

The Methodiſt, 

Timon in Love, by Mr, Ralfe, 

Timoleon, by B. Martyn, Eſq; 

Village Opera, with the Muſic, by 
Mr. Johnſon. 

Univerſal Paſſion, by Mr. Miller. 

Widow Bewitch'd, by J. Motley. 

Zara, with the Interlude, &c. by A. 


FAR CES, &c. Oc Av o, at 18. each. 


Beggar's Wedding, by Coffey, 

Boarding School, with Muſic, by 
Coffey, 

Britons Strike Home, with Muſic, by 
W. Philips, Eſq; 


Chambermaid, with Muſic. 


Citizen, by A. Murphy, Eſq; 
Coffee-Houſe, by Mr. Miller. 


Devil to Pay, with Muſic, by Coffey, | 


Devil of a Duke, by Durtey, 
Edgar and Emmeline, by Dr, Hawkeſ- 
worth, 


Fatal Extravagance, by A, Hill, Eſq; 
Generous Freemaſon, by Mr, Chet- 


wood, with Muſic. 
Hoſpital for Fools, by Mr. Miller, 
Livery Rake, by Mr, Philips, with 
Muſic. 
Muſes in Mourning; to which is 


added, Merlin in Love, by A. 


Kill. 


Merry Cobler, or Second Part of the 
Devil to Pay, with Muſic, dy 


Coffey. 


Oroonoko, altered by Dr. Hawkeſ- 


worth, 

Plain Dealer, by Wycherley. 

Pharnaces, by Mr, Hull. 

Quaker's Opera, with Mufic, by Mr. 
Walker. 

Rover, by Mrs. Behn, 

Spirit of Contradiction. 

Taſte, by S. Foote, Eſq; 

Thomas and Sally, by J. Bickerſtaffe, 


9 
Trick for Trick, by Fabian, with 
Muſic. 
Whim, or Miſer's Retreat, with Mu- 
fic. 
Walking Statue, br the Devil in the 
ine Cellar, by A, Hill, Eſq; 


PLAYS 
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PLAYS in TwElvzs, at 6d. each. 


Artifice, by Mrs. Centlivre. 

Anna Bullen, by Banks. 

Albion Queens, by Banks. 

Alcibiades, by Otway. 

Adventures of half an Hour. 

Athalia, by Mr. Duncombe, 

Alzira, by A, Hill, Eſq; 

Amorous Widow, by Betterton, 

Anatomiſt, by Ravenſcroft, 

Ambitious Step-Mother, by Rowe. 

Artful Huſband, by Taverner, 

Buſy Body, by Mrs. Centlivre, 

Beaux Stratagem, by Mr, Farquhar, 

Buſiris, by Dr. Young. | 

Baſſet Table, by Mrs. Centlivre. 

Cruel Gift, by Mrs, Centlivre. 

Conſcious Lovers, by Sir R. Steele, 

Contrivances, by H. Cary, 

Chances, by the Duke of Buckingham, 

Double Gallant, by Cibber. 

Duke and no Duke, by Sir A, Coc- 
kain. 

Devil to Pay, by Coffey. 

Eſop, by Vanbrugh. 

Earl of Eſſex, by Banks. 

Flora, or Hob in the Well. | 

Fair Quaker of Deal, by C, Johnſon, 

Fatal Secret, by Theobald, | 

Gameſter, by Mrs, Centlivre. 


George Barnwell, by Lillo. 
SGreenwich-Park, by Mountfort. 


Hamlet, by Shakeſpear. 

Honeſt Vorkſhireman, by Carey. 
Henry V. by A. Hill. Eſq; 

Jane Shore, by Mr. Rowe. 
Iſland Princeſs, by Motteux. 
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Jane Gray, by Mr. Rowe. 
Inconſtant, by Farquhar. 0 
King John, by Cibber. { 
London Cuckolds, by Ravenſcroft, | 


Love in a Riddle, by Cibber. 


Lying Lover, by Steele. 
Lady's Laſt Stake, by Cibber, 
Orphan, by Otway, 

Othello, by Shakeſpear, 
Oroonoko, by Southern, 


| Provoked Wife, by Vanbrugh, 


Provoked Huſband, or Journey to 
London, by Cibber, 


[Phædra and Hippolitus, by Smith, 


Recruiting Officer, by Farquhar, 
Rehearſal, by the Duke of Bucking- 


bam. 


[Refuſal, by Cibber, 


Rival Queens, by Lee, 
Squire of Alſatia, by T. Shadwell, 
Sir Courtly Nice, by Crown. 

Sir Walter Raleigh, by Dr. Sewell, 
Sophoniſba, by Lee, 

Sir Harry Wildair, by Farquhar, 


| Twin Rivals, by F arquhar, 


Theodoſius, or the Force of Love. 
Tender Huſhand, by Steele, 
Tunbridge Walks, by Mr. Baker. 
Venice preſery'd, by Otway. 


_ {Woman's Wit, by Cibber. 
| Woman's a Riddle, by Bullock. 


Woman's Revenge, or Match in New- 
gate. | ; | 


Wonder, a Woman keeps a Secret, 


| by Mrs. Centlivre. 
Zara, by A. Hill, Eiqz 
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